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PROLOGUE. 


HF who comes bither with deſign to hiſs, 
And with a bum revers'd, to whiſper Miſs, 
To comb a Perriwig, or to ſhew gay cloathes, 

Or to vent Antique non-ſence with new oaths, 
Our Poet welcomes as the Muſes friend ; 

For bee'l by irony each Play commend. 

Next theſe we welcome ſuch as briskly dine, 

At Locket's, at Gifford's, er with $hataline. 
Swell d with Pottage, and the Burgundian Grape, 
They bither come to take a kindly nap. 

In theſe our Poet don't conceive much barm ; 

For they pay well, and keep our benches warn. 
And though ſcarce half awakg, ſome Playes they dam, 
They do't by i hole-ſail ; not by Ounce, and Dram. 
But when fierce Criticks get them in their clutch, 
They're crueller then the Tirannick Dutch. 

And with more Art, do diſlocate each Scene, 

Then in Amboyna they the limbs of men. 

They wrack each line, and every word unknit, 

As if they'd find away to cramp all Wit. 

They are the terror of all adventurers here, 

The very objeSs of their hate and fear, 

And like rude Common-wealths they ſtill are knit 
'Gain$t Engliſh Plays, the Monarchyes of wit, 


They invade Poetique Liſence, and Fill rail 

| At Plays,to which in duty they ſbould wail, 

| Yet Fill the'infift this Coaſt to fiſh for jeſts, 

To at. 9. W on Car 

| Thus much for Critck : to the more generous Wit, 
Oar Poet Frankly, does each Scene ſubmit ; 

And begs your kind Allience to ingage 

Thoſe Hogen interlopers of the Stage. 
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ACT.1I. 


Scene I. Covent-Garden, 


© —— 


Enter Frank Amorous, and Bernard. 


Frank, Iſh, never doubt it man, thou ſhalt enjoy her 
Give me thy hand, Ifay thou ſhalt: a man of thy 


PerteQtions, and deſpair of gaining a ſlight woman ? 
Come, come, no. more, Thou ſhalt poſſeſs her Bernard. 
Ber, Prithee Frank, 
Leave off thy Railery, thy mirth's unſeaſonable 3 
I am not pleas'd to hear thee flatter me 
With hopes of what thou never canit perform, 
Eſpecially this way, 
Frank. Halt thou a Faith ? 
Canſt thou believe the thing thou ſeeſt atchiev'd > 
Givecredit to an ad is done and finifh'd before thy Eyes ? 
Ber. Yes (ure, I could do that. 
Frank, Why then I ſay once more aloud to thee, 
Thou ſhalt enjoy this woman I will, to do thee 
A kindneſs, be an honourable Procurer. 
Ber. Ha ! Procurer | 
Frank, Nay, nay, miſtake me not, I mean I'le get her for thee. 
Procurer, or Match-maker, its all one, 
The word has ſeveral meanings. 


Ber. Though I know thy vanity to be ſuch, that in 
B Thy 
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Thy thoughts thou couldſt do wonders, but 
Thy powcr, barren as Earth on Rocks of 
Unknowgheight; yet in thy words lies ſomething 
that is pleaſing, .thongh far from my belicf, 
Thou cavſt perform it. +. : 
Frayk:;-Try me,.and if. 1 dq not, 
Ber. How canft.thou think to do't, Thou know'fi her noe, 
Art upacquainted wi Family, Friends and Relations, 
 Frayk, Tgrant I am Sir — But Heaven be prais'd I'm 
Owner of a certain contidence, that never fails 
To-ulher my acquaintance withany of that Sex, 
The leaft thitg that off athouſand. | 
Ber, But thou art wild, and wavering in thy Temper, 
Apt to-runortinto Extravagancics, unfit for her 
To hear, much les commend, Canſt thou beſcrious Frank, 
Frank, Can(t thou be wiſe — ſerious ——= 
ud's death, doſt take herfor an Abbeſs ? 
Or one oth Zealots at Amſterdam ? 
That thou doſt Schvol me thus — hark, hark; 
Bernard, Were ſhe a Widdow 7calouſly devout, 
One doting on ſome brawny ſuburb Parſon, 
That preaches, following him the way to Heaven 
A mcſs of phraſes, ferious, loud and chiming, might 
Work upon her Spirit ; But a Girl who is as 
Thcu deſcrib'ſi her, free and airy, ſanguine of her . 
Complexion, young and healthy, a ſerious ſpecch 
T6 her, is like a long Grace to one of an.cager 
Appetite, fruitleſs, as *ris diſtaſttu]. 
Ber. But prithee how — what wilt thou ſay to her ? 
Frank, 1 know not yet — but do not doubt me, I'lc do 
Thy bulineſs; never fear It Bernard : Thou haſt, 
I thank thee, fapp!ly'd me with, money, and thereby croft 
My miſcrable Fathers purpoſe of marrying me 
To an old Widow here ith City. — And to gratihe 
Thee, this Woman ſhall be thine — and by. my means, 
Ber. A (irange contidence | . 
But perhaps — he knows ſomething of her -— That 
Makes him thus preſume ﬀ—. I am rcſolv'd.to try — 
Well Frank, this once Fe truft Thee .--T am to 
Night invited by her Father to Supper Thou halt .. 
Go with me and if thou canſt perform this, 
Thou avt my Friend indced, . 
Frank, And thou ſhalt find me ſo, Come lets away. Exennr, 


9CENE. 


YIDA 


No modiſh Gallantry tog('ols his parts, and make e'm ſhine, 
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SCENE IL. 


Enter Old Winelove, Tim, Smallwit. 


O14 Wine, Ts your name Smgllwit ? 
Small, Jervas Smallwit, Sir. the meaneſt of your Worſhips 


| Humble Servants, One that fhall prouder be to kiſs 


Your hand, then to be crown'd with Laurel by polls, 
Old Vine. Good Mr, Smallwit ! 


' No Flowexs of Rhcetorick to me, your ſtock I fear 


Will be exhauſted ſoon enongh, — by him there, 
Without 1's loſs on me, you are commended to me 
By a good Fiend of mine, Old Sir Formal Ancient, 
Small. He is my Patron Sir. 
Old Wine. He (cnds me word, you have your Tropes and Figures, 
Your Syllogiſms, Epithetes and Phraſes, I could 
Have nam'd em right in my young days, ready by heart, 
And that you can accoſt, Repartee, come on, draw off, 
Retreat, and hold diſcourſe even with the beſt of 
Our Tongue Combatants. 
Small. 1 ſhould do ſomething Sir, I've ſtudied long for'c, 
Old Wine. Andthat you can with fair becoming Grace, 
And modiſh cringes vouch your gallantry 
*Gainſt any Squire of the Pantofle 
Within the Kings Dominion. - 
Small, I hope I can Sir, 
Old Wine, Very well. Pm glad ont; 
I'm very glad your skill is (c unqueſtion'd, 
There's one will want it all -—— and more I doubt not. 
Come hither Sir. 
Small, Is this the Gentleman ? 
Old Wine, The fame Sis, _— *tis my Heir, the only he 
That ever call'd me Father ; 
And though he feems to have but a courſe outſide, 
He has a cunning Headpiece — a ſhrewd pate 
His inner Rooms are furniſht well Sir, 
Take my word beſides, he'keeps good Company 
That edifie him much, good Singing, Dancing, Swearing. 
Jovial Company 3 Then has ſcenall the new Plays 3 
And you'l hnd him a Proficient, 
Small. It were a fin to doubt it Sir. 
Old Wine. Yet though he be well furniſht thus by nature, 
He has not the Town virtues, Talk and Impudence 3 


Small. 
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Small, Sir fear riot, hee?! ſoon learn, 
Old Wine. 1 ſhould be griev'd elſe, troth I ſhould Sir. 
Now I would have you Sir as you are ſtiPd 
The Mercnry, nay the Apollo of this age 
To teach hirn theſe indowments. _—- I would have him 
Learn how to Court his Miſtreſs, huff a Rival 
That croffes his detigns, guarrel with-Bullies, 
And pick a Wench up w. th alacrity. 
Then to fee Plays, and how to firut ith Pit, 
Manage his Combe, ſwear modiſhly Gad damme 3 
Talk aloud, to make his parts be noted. 
Small. Never doubt Sis,  . 
He ſhall be ſoon inſtructed with theſe Rules. 
Old Wine. And when the Play's begun, I'dc have him ſie 
In the Wits Corner , play the Critick, hiſs 
At any thing he do's not underliand : 
Be the Scene ne*r2 ſo witty _— That's no matter, 
*Tis Modiſh and Gcatile, 
Small, He ſhall not fail Sir : + 
Nay he ſhall hold a parley with the Wits : 
Propound and anſwer things beyond his knowledge, 
And yet come off with credit, 
Old Fixe. Shall he faith? _ 
Sha!l he come off with credit ? -— do but that Sir, 
Bring him but off with credit, and you blcſs me; 
And Ple not be ungratcful .— fce here's 52, Guincys 3 
This as an Earneſt of my future Bounty : | 
And if he come off, and as thou ſayſt, with credit, 
A hundred more ſhall pay obeyſance to Thee ! 
Tir, come hither Tim, how doſt Thou like this Gentleman 7 
Ha, prithce tcll me, -— Come b&not fo baſhful.. 
You two mult be acquainted. 
Tim, Faith Sir, — F like him very well —- But wo 
Old Wine. But — piſh no Buts — heel make a Courticr Tim, 
Small, Ah, do not fear it Sir, The Squire and I 
Shall ſoon bz intimate, wee*l be Chamber-fellows, 
Be Drunk together, Sing and Roar together, 


"Ramble till ewo th Morning, and then Slip 


Into ſome privafe Lodging in the Parke, 
And get a Wench or two, 
Tim, Withal] my heart : 
A very pleaſant fellow; I like him Sir cxtrcamly. 
Old Wine,” Nay, doubt him not Sir, he is cock oth* game, 
I told you, you ſhould find him a true Finelove: 
He had it from his Father, -— ay in my capring days; 
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T would have Wreſtled, Leapt, Run, pitch'd the Bar 3 
And kiſt a ſound Wench in a froſty morning, 
With any Squire in Northampton-ſhire : 
But now, 1 muſt confeſs my Ages Autumn, 
Batfles my weak endeavours, 
Small. Oh, not ſo Sir. 
Old Wine. Faith *tis very true == but tis no matter, 
Be you but carctul to inſtruct my Son 3 
*Tis all I wiſh — in him my youth ſhall flouriſh ; 
And be you ſure Tim, to obſerve his Do@rine, 
Follow his Preccpts with a greedy Eare 
And let mie fee you ſtrut it in the Streets, 
Diſplay thy Garniture, Hat, Curl'd Shaddrew 
With my bully Gameftcr, in White-Fryers, 
Ne*re doubt the means, Thou ſhalt have Money ſtore, 
I have been ſcraping it this 50 year : 
And thou ſhalt never want that my Boy. 
Tim, I will do what you pleaſe Sir, | 
Old Wine. Why, 1 would have you Tim, to be a Fine Cout.cr. 
A Jauntce, Madiſh follower of the times, 
Hah wilt thou ftrive ? 
Tim, Ycs Sir, I will Qrive ; 
Ile be as Impudent as you pleaſe to have me, 
Old Tine, Wilt thou ? -- why, well ſaid - ha, what think you now Sir, 
Small. A pregnant Wit, believe me Sir. 
Tim, And Sir, to ſhow my duty more — I will be drunk 
Very often, lye a Bed all day, and rife at midnight 3 
Vle get a Wench Sir, and if you think good a Clap, 
And then 1 (hall be ſure to be o*ch fathion. 
Ola Wine, Now by Honour rarely thought upon, 
A Clap indced is Modiſh, 
Tim, 1 Sir, 'tis {o, 
Old Wine. Wee'l talk further of this point within ! 
I maſt entrcat you Sir to dine with me, 
Pray let us be Familiar. 
Small. I am in troth too bold Sir. 
Old IWine, Fyc not a jot — comelets in = Tim follow your Tutor, 
Tin. Ycs Sir. ( Exe1ut, 


SCENE II. Hall. 
Emter Sir Formal Ancient, ans Penclope., 


Sir For, Daughter I ſay, be wiſe z thele are iI! times, 
And we {houid therefore be more provident : 
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T do not like this Bernard , that frequents 

My houſe, and your company ; Daughter I ſay, 

I donot like him, 

Pen. Why Sir? : 

Sir For. Nay, nay, I know not that ; yet to ſatishe you, 
His Father wasa roaring Cavalier, | 
Apeaching Raskal,. that betray'd our FaQtion; 

H' had like to hang'd my Unclc; and for that trick 
I hate thegeneration : :Yctto ſay truth, 
It is a Courteous Varlet, and *a my conſcience, 
Would ſtake his Life for his Friend : but what then, 
His Lineage all were Knaves, conforming Rogue's ; 
Fellowes that ſtrain'd their throats for a tree ſtate, 
And for that cauſe I hate em. 
Pen. You are my:FatherSir, and *twould be thought 
. Great folly in me to queſtion your Commands, 
Much leſs deny '*em. 
Sir For, How, deny 'em ! 
Dare you deny my commmands, 

Pex. Sir, you miſtake, I alwayes meant to obey 
What you and Heaven ſhould impoſe upon me. 

Sir For. Didſt thou not (ay at firſt, 

Thou would'(t deny my juſt Commands. 

.Pex. No Sir, -I (aid *twas folly in me to deny *em. 

Sir For; And doſt no doubt diſſemble with me, 

Pen, Believe me Sir, I do not, :ILam now 
As I was ever, ready to obey you, 

In any juſt Command, 

Sir For, Thou art my Daughter, and'ſhould'ſt praftiſe duty 
Therefore I ſay once more, and with a parent like authority, 
I do not like this Bernard, therefore Diſcard him 3 
Sce that my doors cloſe lockt oppoſe his entrance : 

I have no houſe-room for him, tell him (a, 
How now! 
Enter a Servant. 


Serv, Sir, there's one Sir Peter Winelove at the three Crene Tavern, 
dcfires your Company about Earneſt Buſineſs. 

Sir For. Go tell him I come —- 1 gueſs his Buſineſs, | Exit Servant 
He has a Son lately come-out *oth Country +3 
And wants a Wife —— Daughter go you to your Cloſet, 
Fall on your knees , and pray my hopes may be ſucceſsful ; 

There is a Bleſſing coming, and Ile work for't [ Exit. 
Pen. Such Blclhngs I expe not, nor defire: 
— when ere I marry, or intend it, my Father 4 

7 ce 
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T ce, by this Carriage to Bernard, will oppoſe it, 
If it ſuites not with his liking, Pme vext; 
Extreamly vext at myill Fortune, and though 

T have no paſhon for this Bernard, he do's 

Deſerve it : And it might have becn my Fate, as 
Well as now *tis his: Well — Phe leaveall to 
Time ; the Dice may turn, and I may yet be happy. 


Enter a Servant, 


Serv, Madam, there's a Lady, accompanied with a Gentleman 
Below is come to vilit you, 
Pex. Wait on 'em in. [ Exit Servant. 


Enter Franck Amorous and Lucia + 


Deareſt Madam, a thouſand, thouſand Welcomes 3 
To what happy accident am I obliged, 
That obliged me with your preſencec.- 

Luc. To noaccidentz I came to Sit and talk with you : 
Or if thou like the Weather, lets takea turn in | 
The Parke : I have been ſo melancholly ſince 
My Brother went out of the Town. 

Pen. Is not that Franck, Amoroter ? Heavens! *tis he, 

—— how came he with her [ Aſides 
Madam, what Gentleman is that ? 

Luc, Why, don't you know him ? 

Pen, Notl. 

Luc. No, that's ſtrange, I met him at the door 
And hearing me ask for you, pretended buſineſs, 

And dcfir'd the fayour to condutt me to you, 

Pex. Bufincfs with me 2 What this ſhould mean I know not, 

Fran. Madam, although *its my unhappineſs to be a ſtranger , 
To you, and conſequently to be deſtitute - of what 
Would make me bleſt , could I obtain it — your 
Acquaintance , yet emboldned by the Cauſe », 1 
Preſume totell you.that, I have Buſineſs. , 

Pen, With me ? 

Fran. Madam, with you, 

Pen. Heaven grant it be to'th purpofe : Madam I beg,,. 

Your excuſe for a Minutes Conference — pray 
Declare it Sir. 

Fran. I have a Friend that Loves you. 

Pex. Well Sir. 

Fran, That dyes for you, .. 
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Pex. Not unlikely. 

Fran. And to this Friend, have I engaged my honoug, 
That you ſhall, 

Pen. What! 

Fran. Receive his Love — permit him to enjoy you, 
The only Cure I know. 

Pen. But whence Sir ſprings your Confidence in my conſent, 
That you durſt promiſe this? 

Fran, Why, Faith no Confidence in you, but in my own 
Ability, made me do't : Befides,the knowledge 
I have that a woman of honour, as you are ,, or 
Would at leaſt be thought , could not refuſe ſo 
Fervent an addreſs, when offered by ſo brave 
A Gentleman eſpecially when urged by perſwaſions. 

Pex. I will not trouble my felt with reproving your vanity 3 
That were afruitleſs work, but I defire to know, 
Who 'tis that is thus pain'd —— pray Sir, what is he? 

Fran. Why, Faith a man, that were a Non Parelio, 
But that he doats on women -— a general fault. 
Ye have the Aſcendant over us. 
This Paper will make all plain 
There you may read his name, 

Pex, Well 1 am ſtrangely taken with this Fellow [ Aſide. 
How many Beraards live in him. | [ Reads, 
Fran, 1 cannot much blame Bernard for his choice ; 

This is no ordinary woman, and therefore not 

To bediſpis'd: But yondersa Lady, through whoſe 

Vizard —— 1 met an eye that darted fare into me —— 

What a preſence ſhe has: Now wouldI give a 

Million for an invilible hand to ſnatch away that Mask. 
Pen. Well Sir, I've read the Letter — and tolet you 

See, I neither ſlight the meſſagenor the Bzarer : 

Yic Write an An{wer to itz he may hope 

Still, affure him I will do't ; In the mean time 

I will not ſail to commend your fidelity. 

Madam, I'le wait upon you inſtantly, pleaſe you to 

Permit this Gentleman to keep you Company 3 I know 

Him now , and can aſſure the general voice of 

Fame denotes him Noble. [ Exit, 
Fran. So, this has introduced me, and lc forward : 

This mult be a rare woman : | Bowes to bey, 

[ She lets fall her Mask, be ſnatches it up; 

How great a reaſon havel to blis 

Fortune, that by an accident permits my eye, 

The view of ſo much Excellence, + 
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Lac. No Excellence Sir. 
Fran, *Ifaith it is -— O caſt away that cloud, 
That ſhuts up ſo much Beauty, 
Luc. Pray ſpare your Rhetorick, and let me tell you Sir, 
I hate a flatterer, 
AsT hate the Devil, and would as ſoon avoid him. 
Fran. A flatterer Madam, damn him —. I hope 
You have heard nothing in my words, 
That you ſhould take me for flatterer z 
I know too much of honour to diſſemble. 
Luc. Pardon me Sir, If I make doubt of that, 
You are a man I hope, 
Fran. 1 was this morning. 
Luc. And are yet, doubt not, — if ſo you may difſemble 
By th* charter of your Sex. 
Fran. But your known beauty, by all ſo much admir'd, 


' Deſerves, nor needs no flattery ; befides I 


Applaud a truth, and that is ill allow'd, 

Luc. By ſome I grant it is — and ſince your ſearching wit 
Has thruſt me on Diſcourſe againſt my will 3 ; 
Ile let you know my temper. 

I hatea man that flafters worſe then death; 

He that ſhould fawn, and ſooth mein my Errour; 
I'de ſhun him, asT would the Peſtilence —— 

I amnot made perhaps of the ſame mould, 

That other women are 3 I do not love to hear 

A Fop cry Madam, I1 vow togad that ſmile 
Became you ſweetly, 

No'tis a carelc(s , blunt, and 

Manly Carriage that likes me beſt — Beſides 
Sir, I think *tis newer, and more modiſh. 

Fran, *Tisa witty Wanton — 

There's no way but to wheel about 3 and begin with 
Her in her own Stile — Madam I muſt conteſs, 

I did miſtake your temper 3 bat from hencetorth, 
You hall perceive I am) more given to ſatyrile, 

Then flatter or difſemble. 

Luc. Tam glad ont. | 

Frax. Fortune in this hath been moſt kind to me, to make 
Me worthy of your joy, 

Luc. Still in that vein = take hced, 

Fran. IT have done Madam — the Divels in me 
1 cannot out of my road, though I am puniſh'd for't. 

L#:. I doubt not but I am meanly priz'd in your thoughts, 


For being thus tree, 
C Fran, 
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Fran, No, no, not much for that z — I know your Sexes frailty. 
Lxc, Our frailty. *, [+ , 
Fran, lyour ambition, or call it worſe, your pride, 
Luc. But pray refreſh your memory Sir, 
Did not you firſt accoſt me, did not you Jong 
To break the Ice, and fpeak,to me? come confels. 
Fran. I long to {peak to you, ha, ha, ba, that's fine 3 
Pray Madam, recolle&, peruſe your {elf 
What is there in that face that I ſhould long for ? 
I think I fit her now. | [ Aſide, 
—— Jong to ſpeak to you, —— That's a good jeſt faith. 
Luc, KT miſtake, and am indeed fo indiffercnt in your cye, 
As you declare I am; you will oblidge your felt 
To remove frgg1ma $0 fame more taking object, 
Frax. No Madam, you may do what you plcaſe I have buſineſs, 
Lnc. I ſhall wot want intreaty, [1s going away. 
Fran, *Ds death (he's going/indeed — Madam, ſweet Madam, 
Whatdo you mean ? Now haveT like a Puppy, 
Overdone my part, and made her angry —— you 
Will not go in earneſt? | 
Luc. 1 uſe not Sir to jeſt with ſtrangers: 
Fran. You know I did this but in obedience toyour 
Command, far from my own good Temper, Heaven 
Knows, and if your mind be changed, and you afte&t 
Another Courtſhip better —— *tis but wheeling a little 
Way about again : Madam, Ile be with you preſently, 
Luc, No Sir, *tisncedleſs, Lam very well fatished in 
The knowledge of your Temper, as I hope you are 
Of mine, and amat preſent very unwilling to 
Urge a further tryal. 
Fran. Then make me ſo happy to know your Lodging, 
That I may have liberty to pay my duty to you, 
In requital of this favour, 
Luc, That I cannot neither, he that Loves me muſt ſcek me ; 
Perhaps the reward will not be worth the ſearch : 
But *tis my humour vir. 
Fran. Nay, now you are cruel Madam .— *dsdeath do 
You make a Beagle of mc, and think I can 
Hunt you out,” upon the ſcent ? I'faith you 
Arc too rigorous. ; 
Lyc. My words arc irrevocable, and twill be diſcretion 
In you not to urge me further. 
Fran, Pve done, and will be patient — but if I do 
Meet you again, as it ſhall go very hardif I 
17> 52:3 I will == but no matter, let this ſuffice 
At 
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At preſent, I love you beyond thought, and will 
Find a time to let you know't at large, SI 


Enter Penelope with a Letter written. 


Pen. Here Sir, *tis done ; Thave in this diſcover'd 
My mind to him : And beſides, have given him to 
Underfiand how much he is engaged to you : 
But let him for a time forbear our houſe, 
It is niy fathers pleaſure 3 his mind may alter 
And (ct all right again. Pray tell himſo, 
Fran. Madam, you have oblidg'd us both, and I ſhall be 
Moſt happy inan imployment to gratifie 
This favour 5 in the mean time; all I can dois to 
Acknowledge It, and live your humble ſervant, 
Fair Madam yours — *dsdeath ſke'l perceive my 
Extalic == Ladies — your ſervant | [ Exit, 
[ Turns back and ſight. 
Pex. Well I do lovethis Fellow, and will 
Deviſe ſome means that he ſhall know it ; 
Come Madamlets abroad. 
Luc, 1 amready to wait on you, 
Pen, He has a cunning Tongue, but that I value little; No, 
The choice of prudent Judgments I approve 
Honour and virtue, mult obtain my Love. [ Exeunt. 


The End of the firſt AG. 


| My belt of Friends! how am bound to thee ? 


The Fool turn'd Critick, 


——_— 


ACT. II. 


Scene I Covent-Garden. 


Enter Bernard, 


Per. E be in Love, is to be mad, and live a phraſe, 
That rarely fits my preſcat diſpoſition 3 for 
Certainly if I had ſenſe; or any reaſon left, 
I ſhould have kept my ſelf free, at leaſt from Love, 
The plague of all mankind, VARY 
Sure the Devil, when Pcovidence hrſt ; 
Quicken'd men with life, mingled this amorous 
Poyſon with their blood, as g continual torment. 


Enter Frank Amoxqus. _ 


Frink. Dear Frank! — what return'd already ? 
Well! andhow go matters? ha! didli ſpeak to her? 

Frank, Yes, I did ſpeak to her, and thanks to my good Tongue, 
And fluent Rhetorick, a great deal, a great dcal 
To the purpoſe — hark, — thy buſineſs is done, 

She's thine, ſhe's thine Rogue, 

Ber, But art thou in earneſt? prithee do not: flatter me : 
For to fall from theſe hopes to which thou haſt rais'd me, 
Would be a horrid Torture, 

Frank. Peruſe this Paper, and then credit me ; 'tis her own 
Handy-work : Sir, I afſure you I could have had 
A Token for you, a Ring, or a ſlight Bracelet 
From her Arm but that I thought *twas needleſs, 

Ber. A Letter, and from her? I am tranſported ! 


I almoſt fear to read what's Writ within, leaſt 
The Exceſs of my delight ſhould kill me. 
But T muſt venture. 
Fraxk, I prithee come, let's hear it. 
Ber. reads, I have ſuch a ſenſible knowledge of your ſufferings, That T 
world willingly, if it could be without prejudice of my Honour, redreſs e'm : 


But Mr. Amorous can certifie you 5 t0 whom you are infinitely oblig'd for | 

bis fidelity. | 
Frank, D'e mark that Bernord ? 

Ber, 
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Ber, reads, That *tis not mine, but my Fathers will, that dehars your 
coming , which alſo can be affirmed by your worthy Friend, ſweet Mr, 
Amorous. . 

Frank, Ha ! this is more then I expeRed, well go thy 
Ways, thou art a kind heazted little Rogue, 

Ile ſay that for thee. 

Ber. reads. But from: henceforth T deſire you to have patience, and pray for 
an alteration, and forget not to be grateful to the deſerving and noble Mr. 
Amorous. Toxr Friend Penclope, 

Frank, Very well! do'ſt hear 
What a commendable CharaGter ſhe gives mc? 

Ber. I do Sir, — a thouſand ſuſpicions gnaw my heart. [reads agen» 
Can be affirm'd by your worthy Friend ſweet Mr. Amorous, — 
*dsdeath, ſhe loves hjm, *ris plain =— [ read ſtill, 
( Still more! ) her #1 is paſſionate, oh dull ! 

Dull Fool ! to truſt him with a ſecret to undo thee. 

Frank, Come, prithee what art thou muling on ? 
Methinks this ſhould make thee leap for joy 
Sing Catches, Frisk, and know no Earth to tread on: 
What a Devil aylii thou ? 

Ber. Nothing Sir, nothing, only a ſudden Melancholly. 

Frank, Mclancholly, Apox upon't, laugh it away man 
Think on thy Miſtriſs z thou ſeeſt I've done thy bulineſs. 

Ber. Ha! — | 

Frank, Ha! why doſt thou ſtare on me ? 

Ber. The buſinels ! 

Frank. I the next viſit ſhall finiſh it, 

Ber. Dares he upbraid me ? Sir, you ſhall anſwer this. 

Frank, Anſwer that =— d*{light he's jealous; 1 find it now, and 
now I cenfider on my palt proceedings, it may be he has cauſe 3 hes | 
commendations in her Letter were ſomewhat more then Ordinary : She 
addreſt her ſe)f to him, but her praiſes were for me. (*Tis fo ) what 
a damn*d dull Rogue was I not to reccive it ? Ile go viſit her {iraight, 
and if I find her true, Friend I ſhall not fear to anſwer your demand, 
though with the hazard of my Lite and Fortune, Exennt, 


Scene II. A Tavern. 


Enter Old Winclove, Tim, Formall, Smallwit, Drawer. 


Old Wine, Well done Tim, bravely done Boy — Drawer, Sirrah 
give him t'other glaſs of Sack for that laſt aQion, and my little Minwn 
of the Muſcs bring him but to'tz let me but hear him talkt of in the 
Play-iouſe, fear'd by the Bullics, and renown'd in Taverns, and L will 
be a Fricnd to thee for cyer. - Je 

Smak. . 
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Small, Your bounty Sir, has ſeal'd me yours : believe he ſhall with+ 
in a little ſpace of time be famous, and ſuch a one as you could with 
he was 3 hehas already profited cxtreamly, 

Old Wine. But prithee let me (ee that Congie over again, and your 
polture 3 i'taith *t was very modith : Come 7m, prithee once again. 

Small. Look Sir in Company, take notice your Gargiture, fit adjuſtee, 
and advantagiouſly as you can, eſpecially if you arc among Ladies 3 
and let your Comb be ready thus for your Perriwig, whether it want 
or no'tis a good poſture: it you are ſaluted, make your Congie thus, 
with a ſtart, your hcad bowing to your left Shoulder, as if it meant to 
kiſs it, Very well ! what think you of that Sir ? did he not do that 
better then the laſt ? 

Old Wine. i'Faith *rwas very well, Sir Formal! did you ſec it ? 

Sir For. Yes, but to tell you the truth, I am not for this new Fan- 
raltick way TIlike your ancient cultom, the old way of ſaluting gravc- 
ly, *tis more manly z theſe cringing Tumblers poſtures T like not, 
Give me your method' of fair falutation, a rale to grace behaviour. 
Theſ: new ways approvd by being o'th* faſhion, meet not my appro- 
bation. 

Old Wine. Old Formall, ill i'faith == but mind him not Boy : 
I'me pleaſed to ſee thee exerciſe thy parts with Judgement and Diſcre- 
tion, Pcarſcyvere Boy, Thou haſt thy Fathers word for't, go on aud 

roſp-r. 
: Tim. Andſo I have Sir, never doubt, 1 have deſigns here budding 
in this pate of mine, that cannot chuſe but proſper ; but mcthinks my 
Fathcrin Law there, that muſt be, gives me ſmall encouragement. 

Old Wize. Oh! *tisno matter, do not mind what he ſays : He! 
21as poor Dotard, only underſtood the way to purchaſe wealth, and 
make his Daughter a Fortune fit to cmbrace thee, that's his Maſter- 
Picce. 

Sir For, Mr. Winelove, Thold it prudence in you firſt to deck his 
mind with internal Endowments, bctore you procced to external Or- 
naments 3 for the Body, mark me Sir, is but as a Tcnement, bare and 
unfurnitht, till the mind adorns it with her Houſhold-ituff, 

Old Wine. Sir, he ſhall be adorn'd both ways 3 his mind (hall be ghe 
butineſs of his Tutor z his body of his Taylorz he ſhall be perfc&, do 
not doubt Sir Formal. 

Tim. 1 Sir, never doubt me, I have a ſpirit I afſure you, perhaps a 
Wit too adorn'd with Endowments, ſuch as you mention 3 and by my 
Tutors hclp I may in time be able to diſcourſe with —- I'le lay no 
more —- your Daughter — but let that paſs, 

Old Wine, Why wcll aid Tim — thy Fathers temper juſt, 

Tim. Now I havea great mind tocauip at ſome of his words, if 1 
hail but confidence enough to pretend to be a Critick. 
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Old Wixe, Well ſaid again i'faith, why now I like thee ; this ſhows 
thy ready Wit to apprehend ; I'me pleaſcd with this extremely, 

Small. Sir, you ſhall fiod great alteration in him within theſe two 
days 3 for take it from me, he hasa ripening Genius, a Wit that will 
be poynant, and Satyrical; and ſome perhaps will find it. 


Enter Fidlers+ 


1, Fid, Will it pleaſe you Gentlemen to hear a new Leſſon, or a 
Song A-la-mode. | 
Sir For, Y'bud you impertinent Raskal get you gone, 
Or V'le ſo batter that Muſical ſconce of yours. 
( Song A-la-mode ) Quotha, I had as lieve hear a 
Gibb Catt how], and as wuch pleaſure I take in't. 
Old Wine. Fie Sir Formal, this is plain raſhneſs, beat a poor fellow 
for offeripg to divert you, 
Sir For, Divert me with a Pox. —- Sirrah do not provoke me. 
but go, | 
oid Wine, Stay friend, ſtay, this is only a little pecviſh 
Blood he has within him =—— *twill be allay'd preſently. 
Sir Andrew, for my ſake have alittle patience 3 why, 
We came hither to be merry 3 *tis a day of Jubilce, 
Faith he ſhall Sing, 
Sir For, Sir, were his Songs moral and cdifying, I-ſhould diſpence 
with the noiſe 3 but this is a lewd Rogue, that gleans up all the trag- 
ments of caſt Bawdy to make Songs A-1a-mode, as he calls *um : Sirrah 


can you ſing the battle of Mardike ? 


1, Fid, No indced Sir. 
Sir For, I told you ſo — not (ing the Battel of Mardike ? 
Why thou ignorant Rogue, where haſt thou bin bred ? 


( Sings) And buffing, And puffing, 
And Snuffing, And Cuffing the Spaniard : 
IWhoſe Brows bave bin dy din a Tan-yard, 
Well got Fame, a Warriours Wife. 


Old Wiue. O brave Sir Formal, A 
Sir For. Ah Sir, there's ſome matter in this now, an ill bred* © 
Raska), not ling the Battle of Mardike. Here's 
Near a child in Banbury of 7 years old, but can 
Sing the Battle of Mardike ., and has it readier then 
His Horn-book, 
Tim, 'Now have I a jcſt for my Father in Law there, if 1 
Durlt ſpeak it, 
Small, What is it Sir, 


Small, Ha, ha, ha, ha, 
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Tin. To have told him, that no body would wonder at his 
Mettle and tefty humour , knowing he was born at Banbary, 

Small. Amongſt the Tinkers., 

Tim. Ay 'gad, was not that a good one, 


01d Wine. How now my little Mercury, what's the matter. 
Small. (Whiſpers Old Winelove ). 
Old Wine. Ma, ha, ha, 'tis a witty Varlet — but come my friend. 
Small. One of thy belt Songs now,thy Neweſt — a Sopg A-la-mode — 
No matter what he ſaycs, Vie reward thee. | 


_ "Song, 
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2, 
Fierce Criticks like Kings , rule over this Iſley 
As the inſulent Fudges of Wit : 
And though they bave none, but what is deer bought, 
Tet to be judicious, they fain would be thought ; 
By the gleanings they get inthe Pit, 


Then let the preciſe, deſpair j be'reiſe, 

Let wiſedom forſake his abode. 

Since Wit is made none, bythe Fops of the Town, 

Debauches icrear'd, and good fancies orethrown. 
Chorus, By apleaſant Vice Alamode. 


Cld Wine. Very well ifaith —— hold there's an Angel for thy 
Pains 3 now Sir Awdrew, what think of this? 
Is not this better then your Doggril damn'd 
Rhime, all ſound, no ſenſe. This is new, and made 


By a Wit on Wit, on Critick, ah theſe Critick 


Wits are rare Fellows, 
Sir For, To praQtiſe Surgery upon : To flout at the Decrees 
Ot Law, or ſultice, to burleſque on Religion 3 
To make a Ballad out of Davids Plalms, and 
Turn old Hrpkins Meeter into Nonſenſe, 
Old Wine. Piſh, you miſtake me clearly, 
Sir. For, Not a jot Sir, — I've known him carp upon the 
Canticles, and call *em Canting LeQures z Laugh at 
A Pious Paſtor that was blind, becauſe he told *<m, 
He could ſhow a path to lead to happinels : Ah they 
Are lewd Raskals z Lord, Lord, what will this 


World come to? 
Old Wine, To duſt as it *twas of old, but believe me Sir , your 


Judgment gives too harſh a {enſure of *em. 
Sir For, It may be ſo Sir, but pardon me Sir, I ſpeak 
My thoughts 3 I uſe not todiſſemble , 1 love 
Plain dealing — Drawer bring to pay, 
01d Wine. Thcr-'s nothing Sir Fyc Sir Formell .. put not 
That forc'd cxpretlion ou your Friend — - fo {mall 
A thing as this ſhould not be ſpoke of, 
Sir For. Well Sir, I know your temper, and will urge it no 
Further z I'le go home and prepare my Wite and 
Daughter for your Entertainment, pray be no 
Stranger to my houſe, and let your Son come 
Often, I ſhall expe him an hour hence, according 


To your promiſe. 


Old Wine, Sir, he ſhall only go home and charge his habit, 
D And 


i | The Fool turn'd Critick: 


And wait on you immediatly .— Tim, a Complement 
At parting — de'e hear — 

Smal. Go Six — the laſt 1 taught you, ; ; 

Tim. Sir, when I have imbelliſh'd my ſelf-with external accoutre- . 
ments, fit to be ſeen, and received by a perſon of your merit and gran. 
dcur , I (hall not fail to imploy my internal endowments to deſerve 
the honour to kiſs the hand of your fair Daughter, 

Sir For, Very well Sir — Iapprehend your meaning, though your 
phraſe be ſomewhat odd — my welcom ſhall return my anſwer to 
ycu, In the mean time 1 take my leave, — [ Exit Sir Form, 

0'd Wine. So now. lets home , [ have commanded my Taylor to 
make thee a Rich Suit Tim, Nay, thou ſhalt want for nothing, Boy, be 
but induſtrious, And Mr. Smallwit, ſet him but forward in what he is 
begun ; lee me but hear that he is thought a Wit, and playes the Cri- 
tick handſomly 3 the Critick, m2thinks the very word is modiſh, 

Small. He thalldo this, and more Ile warrant you Sir, 

Old Wire. Rail at a Poets lines, and (ift the meaning , eſpecially if he. 
be but a dabblcr, a novicein the art 3 then let him raign tyrannically, 
wil procure Fame, whether he's right or no. 

Small He has that knack already Sir, and fear not hee' perſevere. 

Old Wine. Be ſure thou doſt Boy, _— but we waſte the time, thou 
wilt be long a drelling ; Come. let's in.. [ Excunt, 


Enter Lady Ancient,. Mrs. Penelope. . 


L:dy A. Sir Formal told you right Daughtcr,you know not the tricks, 
nor thedebauches of the Town : What Plots, what ſecret Jugglingsare 
abroad, thercfore I ſay take heed : I have, I thank my ſtars, bcen ever ac- 
countel of an immaculate Life and Converſation, and I would have that 
Fame deſcend on you, which with ſuch great diſcretion I have purchaſlt ; 
but then you muſt delcrve it, 

Pex, Madam, | hope I ſha'l,. I-think you yet ne're law me guilty of 
any vice, could give you cauſe todoubt my future virtue, 

Lady A. Your Virtue —-. no, I fear not that, *twere a fin to ima- 
gine my blood could ©re rebel, Sir Formall too, tough I miſlike his 
tiarcht bthaviour and opinion , was. once a Virtuoſo , and therefore 
think not [doubt your virtue ; no, 'tis your deſtiny I fear. 

Pen, Your fears are fruitlcls Madam I ne're was yet fo weddcd to my. 
wil}, to clauſe before a tryal had made proof whether he did deſerveit : 
Were I not ſure ſhe knows nothing of my Love to Frexck Amorons, this. 
would a littleſtartle me, | [_dfide. 

Lady A. I dobclicve thee, yet give me leave to fear : 

Is it not ſeen, a Lady whoſe fame tor breeding 
And dcicent, is loudly {poken of ; gets a toy in her head, 
Marrics hcz.Footrman, and gives the Flambeau for her Crelt.. 


Another 
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Another, charm'd with-the flatteries offome ſmooth tongu'd ſeducer, 


Sells her honour, and whole race, to infaniy, 
Ruines her ſelf ; and laſtly dies a Beggar- 
Pen, Theſe arc ſad Moralls Madam. : 
Lady A, But moſt truez when I was young, adorn'd with blooming 
Beauty, for without vanity I could ſotermir, I 
Was admir'd, ſu'd to oft by many _— many 
With Preſents woo'd me, many with Poetry, ſome 
Would urge their merits, ſome their Fortunes : 
Others would fight 3 and happy then was he that 
Could-procure a ſmile to grace his enterprize: 
For I well knowing the power of my attractions, 
Kept ſuch a mean of favour *twixt *em all, 
That none could boaft his Fortune or diſpair : 
"Tis true,I ſometimes long'd for what they offer'd, 
But with a trick I had, a cunniog trick, 
I kept it from their knowing 3 at laſt your Father, 
Who then was held a man of rare endowments , 
Though now they are abuſed by his Cuſtoms : 
$9 took me with his 'haviour and good parts, 
For he had excellent parts — ſo that for his ſake 
I quitted all the reſt. 
Pex, And left them Willowes, 
L:dy 4. Every man of *em —— Therefore 1 ſay look through 
The man you love ; Obſerve his parts well, 
Then view his Eftatez for ſome there are have neither, 
Pen. Neither Parts nor Eſtate, goodneſs defend me 
From ſuch a one ! by your inſtruQions Madam, I 
Shall not doubt to guard my (elf from ſuch 
Imminent danger : Bleſs me, neither Parts nor Eſtate ! 
Lady 4. Huſh, here's your Father, 


- Enter Sir Formall, 


Sir. For, Sweet heart and Daughter, are you there ? 
That's well, go preſently to your Chamber and dreſs 
Your ſelf, here's a Gentleman coming to ſce you, 
Go I ay. 
Pex. Shall I not know his name ? 
Sir For. No marry ſhall you not, let it ſuffice *tis a good 
Catholick name, and I approve of it, 
No more queſtions, but obcy me, 
Pen. I hall Sir ! — this is certainly the new Suiter 
He talkt of, and heaven knows | am ill provided 
For an Amour, 
D 2 Sir 
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Sir For, Come ſweet heart lets goin, for I have 


A world of news to tell thee. 
Lady A. Butlittle good I fear, if there bea world on't 


Sir, For. Thou'lt find there's a great deal of good in't, nh 
I ſeldom fail to miſs of my deſigner, 
Comi in, and be partaker. [_Exernt, 


SCENE II. Chamber-back. 


Enter Frank Amorous, and Bctty, 


Bett. By ventring to bring you hithar, I hope Sir, you 
Perceive that I am not unwilling to be ungrateful), 
Eſpecially having taſted your bounty Inſo liberal a manner, 

Fran. You over-rate.the trifle I have given you : Pray do 
Not ſpeak of itz — Is this the Chamber ? 

Bert. This leads to hers — have but a little patience, 
With which I know Sir, I you are ſtill provided, | 
Ile go and prepare her for your viſit, Ina more 
Eſpecial manner, becauſe I would appear 
Gratectul to a perſon I have been ſo ſenſibly oblig'd to. 

Fran. You ſpeak what I ſhould ſay, and make me b]uſh, 

I am fo poor in thanks. Exit Betty. 
This will in time make an excellent Bawd, 

I find by her pall'd Rhetorick. 

This profit is a powerful charm, 

It turns and winds e*m into any form:: 

She's coming up with the Lady, who if I find 

But loves me, I havca blelling paſt all recompence. 


Enter Penelope axd Betty. 


Pen. This is the height of impudence, to bring a man, a young man 
too into my Chamber without my knowledge. 
Bett. Madim, he told me he mult needs ſpeak with you 
About an important concerne, and knowing your 
Fathers haſty temper, was afraid to let him fee him. 
Pen. And was there no where to bring him to, but 
My Chamber ? No hole, or by Corner to make 
Him do pennance in for his infolence, but my 
Apartment 3 you had beſt ſome other time 
Shut him upinto my Cloſet, till 'm a Bed. 
Fran. Well thought on i'gad Madam if my rude entrance. 
Pen. Sir, I necd no Apologies and excuſes, and indeed confidering it 


rightly, although my bchaviour has been ſuch, as not tb give auy _ 
A caulc 
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cauſe, or licence to intrude into my privacies z you are not ſo much to 
be blam'd as ſhe is. 
[ Af d-. 


Fran. Oh, nay it is well enough 
Pen, For you perhaps but followed your own inclination, and pur- 


ſuance of the affair you ſay you have, but that he ſhou'd dare to do this. 


Fran, Madam it was at my requeſt, 

Pey. At your requeſt! it ſeems then ſhe's your acquaintance. 

Fre8n. No, *raith Madam, not my acquaintauce for though there are 
ſome certain ſeaſons when all womea are alike to rag , yet for the molt 
part my ambition ſoars above the fruition of a/Chambermaid. 

Pen, Sir, the CharaQeer you give your ſelf, 1 was ſufficiently ac- 
quainted with in the laſt viſit you made me I hope you come about the 
old affair, fome love Embaſſy from Beraord ? 

Fren. From Bernard Madam? ha, ha, ha, though once to do him a 
Curteſic, and as a Friend I ſollicited his cauſe, I am not ty'd to do that 
Ofhice : I take no fees Madam, beſides at prefent , Heaven be prais'd, 1 
have other buſineſs ; buſineſs of mv own, would you but be pleas'd to 
give me a hearing. 

Pex, I'me glad of that : | | afide. 
Now if it hit but right -— Sir youl oblige me 
To impart it quickly, for I'me'a little in haſt. 

Frank, Venustor me then , now the Tale begins 3 
I ſaw the Letter you wrote to Bernard, 

Pex, It may be (o. 

Frank, I ſaw allo the Commendations you gave me there. 

Pen. Suppoſe all this. 

Frank, And thereby gather that. —- 

Pen. That, what ? 

Frank, Command your Woman hence, and I'le declare it, 

Pex, Sure *tis no ſecret. 

Frank. Faith but it is — a great one too, 

Pex, Wait in the next room till 1 call for you. [ Exit Betty. 
Now Sir be free iu yolir Relation, 

Frank Why Madam, as 1 was ſaying before, I gather by your kind 
CharaQter of me to Bernard, that you are — moſt deſperately in love 


with me. 
Pen, I, in love? —— what (hall I do? — my Bluſhes will betray 


me, 
Frank. Yes Madam, and with me.. Nay, do not mince the matter. 

I find it by your Eyes, it mult be (0; y'aze deeply 

Ingag'd that's certain; but havea good heart 

Madam, I am not cruel, I'm of *a melting naturez 

You may new mould, and work mecvcn as you pleaſe; 

An ealic yielding temper, I, Heaven knows. 


Pen, 'Tis very likely Sir, _— yet ſure*ewill hardly be 
my 
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my fate to put you to the Teſt == I'm in Love — and with you; 

Frank, Yes Madam with me, 'dsdeath is that ſo ſirange ? 

Pen. You had beſt perſwade me to't. 

Fraxk, Faith 1 am endeavouring it as faſt as I can. 

Pex. Now I perceive the vanity of your Sex; becauſe a Lady per. 

ps accidentally ſmiles upon you, or grants you an occaſional Salute, 
you preſently think ſhee's in love. | 

Frank. No; but whena Lady writes to a man ſhe do's not; and 
ſends it by a Gentlegaan'3 and in her Letter term the ſaid Gentleman 
with the terms of ſweet Mr. ſuch a one, Dear Mr. ſuch a onc, Worthy 
Mr. A. and the like; what ſhould a man think, is not this Love ? 
*Gad *tis extalie, meer extaſie. 

Pex, Common Civility will allow of praiſes, eſpecially if we-think 
our {elves oblig'd. 

Frank, But praiſes with ſuch attributes Madam, There's the point, 
Praiſe is- the Friend of Love : And that Woman that praiſes a mans 
parts, undoubtedly covets what ſhe commends; as we extol that Beau« 
ty moſt we defire to enjoy. 

Pex. And can you think, if Idid ever fove you, which aſſure your 
ſelf Ido not, I could ever be brought to confeſs it, when you upbraid 
me thus ; no, I look upon you as a man unworthy — baſe, and ill. 
natur'd _— and perhaps unmanly _— Ple curb him in a little, though 
my heart akes for't. 

Frank. So, I lookt for this — this fretting has confirm'd my Opi. 
nion — ?tis certain ſhe loves me above meaſure; poor Soul! how her 
heart ſwells... But Madam: 

Pen. Vie hear nothing —— tax me with a light Love Sir —— "t was 
a word that I mult tell you ill becomes a ſtranger, nor can our (mall 
acquaintance. 

Frank, Do but hear me. 

Pen, *Tis an affront, almoſt paſtallforgiveneſs ; 

With another *twould be counted an Inſolence, 
Paſt hopes of reconciling — but my too calie nature. w——_— 

Frank. So now the melts agen, ( this is the very 
Quinteffence of paſſion ) =— 

I know your nature Excellent as your ſelf ; 
And Madam, make me not unhappy in your 
Diſpleaſure, by a few flaſhy words ; Heaven 
Knows only the Overflows of a glad Tungue, 
Proud to declare your virtues, 


Pen, Yes by upbraiding me. 
Frank, -I upbraid thee! by Heaven I do not, and now, 


C Since it muſt out ) know that I love you,. doat 
Oa you, and dye till I enjoy you. Now 
Have mercy upon me I belcech thee. 


[ aſide. 


Pen, 
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Pex. This paſſion you pretend to, is ſo ſhort liv'd, that 
The next fair objeR, I doubt not, will 
Reduce it to ſomewhat newer, and more eafic to your temper. 
Frank, With other men perhaps it might —— but Madam, 
I am the Eternayit Lover, the m oft tranſported. 
Thing, I am like Chaff beforea burning Glaſs, and- 
Every glance from your eye converts me into flame, 
Pen, Your comfort will be, that you have but a ſhort time 
To be tormented, 
Frank, Oh, to Eternity Madam 3 _— when Iam abſent from you, in 
M y Dreams, I ſhall hover over your Idea,-and beget 
Such an innumerable Quantity of Conceipts and Fancies, 
'Twould diſtract another. 
Pex. No, not a Man that flies like a Hawk, at all Games, 
As you do, 
Frank, I Madam. — well, a lye muſt help me out, [_ «fide. 


Enter Betty. . 


Betty. O Madam? what ſhall we do? - we are undone, 

Pen, Why ! what's che matter. ; 

Betty. Slipping down Stairs to ſee what your Father was doing, 

I ſaw himat the door receiving from a Foot-man a Letter. 
Dire&ed Sir, to you. 

Frank; To me! 

Beity. To you Sir 3 for hearing the Foot-man affirm he ſaw you come 
in here, and ſeeipg your Father about to open it, I run and ſnatcht it 
from him; and came up, leaving him purſuing me with as much haſt as 
his Age or Gout would permit him :; but tor Heavens ſake uſe ſome . 
means to hide this Gentleman 3 for hee'l he here immediately, 

Pen. What (hallI do! I'meat my Wits end. 

Frank, And foam I, pox on't how unluckie*s this ? 

Pen. Stay, Vve hit of a device will certainly do, 

IF. Betty, you play your part-but well. 

Betty. I Madam — doubt not me, I'le do any thing to appear » 
Scrviceable to this worthy and bountiful Gentleman, 

Frank, *Gad I will be bountiful to thee indeed, if 
Thou canſt but bring me well off now, | 

Betty. What is't good Madam ? - 

Pen. Why this Sir, you mult pretend tobe her Brother, 
Newly.coame from Travel; to which purpoſe talk of 
The Cuſtoms of ſome forreign Countries, 

And yourWcuſe for ſnatching the Letter away, 
Being, for your.Bxother, , will be.more plauſible. . 
1 le to my Glaſs, and ſeem to be dretling my Head --- 
Hatk .. 
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Hark, he's coming, be ſure you do it handſomly. 

Betty. V'le warrant you Madatn; come Sir. 

Frank. This will certainly doz well, thou art a witty Devil, I'lc 
ſay that for thee: I wonder whence this Letter ſhould come, from ſome 
of my Miſtreſſes doubtleſs that want company : I'le not 'read it till 1 
have more leiſure, — he comes. 

Sir For. within, Why Huſwife, where are you? ha, are you crept 
into ſome Corner, T'le fetch you out witha vengeance, a young baggage 
to dare to do this, 


Enter Sir Formall. 


Ha, what's here? a Man! and in my Daughters Chamber ? 
Betty. My Brother Sir, newly return'd from Travel; 
Well, and are there ſuch rare things in Rowe, ſay you ? 

Frank, Beyond cxpreſlion rare — wou'd I were there 
For an hour. | aſide. 

Sir For. But where's the Letter MiRreſs you ſnatcht from me ? did 
your Brother bid you do that ? hah ! 

Betty, No indeed Sir; but fearing you would look into the ſecrets 
of our Family, which you conceive is dear to me, I took it of myown 
accord. 

Sir For. Was the Letter yours Sir ? 

Frank, 1 muſt preſume to own it. 

Sir For. No preſumption Sir, but pray from whence came it ? 

Frank, From haly Sir, from a good Friend of mine ; and intending 
to vilit my Siſter, I bid the Porter bring it to me here, 

Sir. For. The Porter Sir, why I had it from a Foot-man. 

Frank, *dsdeath I ſhall ſpoil all, 

8 Betty, But Sir he has formerly bia a Porter, though now he is pre- 
crr'd, 

Sir For, Umph-— like enough. 

Frank, Well ſaid i' Faith — a Guiney more for that. 

Betty, But Brother, you han't told me halt cnough of the rarities 
you have (cen i your Travels, 

Sir F.r. I, come Sir, pray let's hear ſome of the wonders at Rome, 
and other places, the ſtory muſt needs be pleaſing; pray make a brief 
deſcriptin. 

Frank, *Zounds what ſhall I do now ? for I know nothing of Rome 
but the namez but*tmay be he's as ignorant as 1, and then I am warm 
enough —— Why Sir, as to the Climate, *tis much about the temper 
*twas of old, hottiſh and dry, the Houſes largely built, and uniform z 
the p:ople o divers Cornplexions, and much given to Eaſe, more indeed 
then to Devotion 3 a pleaſant Country Sir, and for the moſt part 
ſruictu!; | 

Sir 


X11M 
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Sir For, It was when I was there ; but*tis ſo long fince, that by 
my Faith thavealmoft forgot it 3 well Sir, and how looks the Vatican ? 
_ he ſtand Routly ill? and do's he ill eriumphin his Age and Ex” 
celicnce ? Fil 

Frank, The Vatican ! "what a Devil's that ? 

Betty. Now is he a pumping : Madam, *tis a daran'd hard word, 
that I cannot help himfor my life. 

Sir For. Do's ke till hold his Head above the reſt? 

And want no Succour, nor no Aid-to help him 
He has bin an ol4 Standard, but a brave one, 

Frank, This nuſt certainly be the Pope he means, and calls by ſome 
Nick-name. | fide, 

Sir For, Come pray Sir tell me, you're too ſlow in anſwer.” 

* Betty. Now do T{weat for him». 

Frank, T'gad Ile venture on't : why faith he do's very bravely ill, 
and is very much renown'd in Traly ; but there has lately happen'd as 
diſaſter, ' 

Sir For. What's that good Sir ? 

Frank, Why Sir he has within theſe few Months bin troubled with a 


violent — and very damnable Fit of the Stone, « 


Sir For. What ſay you Sir ? 

Frank. And hardly (ſcap'd with life Sir, I affure:you. 

Sir For. Aa, ha, ha, theVatican troubled. with the Stone: madneſs 
i'th height 3 but hark you Sir, perhaps you mean, there ha's bin a Hur- 
ricane of late that has damag'd ſome of her Turret, and overthrown 
ſome ſuperfluous Stones, whole ſtrength, age had decay'd : mean you 
not ſo Sir ? | 

Frank, So Sir, yes Sir, what # Devil ſhould 1 mean eife': well Ile 
make halt away, leaſt he ſhould ask any more 'queltions, Sir, Your 
humble Servant ; Dear Siſter, adicuz I'le wait on you again at my next 
leiſure, Vatican with a Pox, a Curſe of my dull pate, Exit. 

Sir For. A witty underſtand'ng man Ile warrant him 3 how wittily 
he Joak'd upon me. Come Daughter lets go down, by this the Gen- 
tleman is ready tocome, who, Fle affure you, is.tirlt, accomplith*d with 
parts to your deſire, and not minez Secondly, with wealth to my de» 
ſire, though-not yours » and I command*you to uſe him well, for 
believe, | 

No bleffing, but a diſcontent ſhe owns, 
Whoſe want of duty reaps her F ather; ſrowne, 


1} 
? 


E ACT. 
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ACT, II. 


Scene I. Covent- Garden. 


Emer Frank Amorous, 


mult needs confeſs, my great Friend, or elſe I had never 
bin able to hold out againſt that Eternal old Fellow, who 
would have ply'd me with new queſtions 3 but now to my Lettcr, I 
hope *tis from ſome new rarc Creature in Love with me, and ſent this 
to point an aſlignation. | [ reads. 
Since you have bin baſe and treacher(es, you eught in reaſon to exped the 
veword of baſtneſ; and falſicod ; know therefore, that being betray'd, me 
nd my injur y's inſupportable, vill reveng'd : I defire you 18 meet me in the 
plain Field below Lambs- Conduit, abowt 6 this Afternoon, withomt 8 ſe- 
cond, to render ſatisfattions 'and affure your ſelf ,, thowgh your treacbery 
bas made me miſerable,” my aftion foal ſpeak, me brave and generow, 
oy Bernard, 
Was ever hopes ſo fruſtrated? this is a Challenge, and o' my Con- 
ſcience if I ſhould ſurvey my ſelf chroughly,. I am not provided fort. 
This damn'd Cuſtom of Wenching has made me as damn'd a Coward, 
as a Bully that fights for hire, ( meet me in the plain Field below Lambs- 
Conduit ) and *gad I will meet thee there, come what will, fince I am 
invited. I had Courage once, and have yet I hope ſome grains: if 1 am 
kill'd I have the fewer fins toanſwer for; and it I live, I've the longer 
time to repentz at 6 aClock, and now it wents of 5, well, Ple firſt 
go diſpatch @ ſmall affair, and then have at him. 
Men only live to furtber fate's deſign, 
"Twas Plato's meral once, but new 'tis mine. LExit 


Frank, ay I have got away with much ado; Impudence was, 1 


Scene IT: 


Emer Sir Foxmall, Lady Ancient, Tim, Smallwit, Betty, Mrs, Penelope 


Sie For, Once more y'are welcome, Sir 3 and pray excuſe me if 1am 
not altogether Ceremonious as ſome, that love the mode, and cheriſh 
vanity : my humour is my Law Sir, theyefore pray excuſe me. 
But where's your Father ? 


Tim, 


Wikis 
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_ Sir, he's gone to walk in the Fields, che old Gentleman loves 
Air. 

Ledy An. Sir, though Sir Formal hold it unnecefſary to expreſs the 
welcom of a perlon of merit in deſcent, and modiſh phraſes ; yet there 
are ſome who underſtand the behaviour fit tobe us'd on ſuch Occaſions ; 
Sir! your preſence is an honour to our Houſe, 

Tim. Madam, Sir Fermell knows that I deſire to appear no ſtranger 3 
T have, Ithank my Fortune, ſo much kuowledge of the Town, not 
to let modeſty obſcure good meaning 3 I know what's Courtly Madam, 
and approve It, ; 


Enter 8 Lowyer with 8 Deed, 


Law. Sir, here's the Deed : wilt pleaſe you to peruſe ic ? 

Sir Foe, I come, Sweet. heart, prithee thy Ear a little, 

Pen, Indecd Sir 1 think it very fine, [ They read, 

Tim. Madam, it would have bin fo, had it bin well order'd 3 but 
this damn'd Son of a Whore Taylor had made it too narrow in the 
Breaſt 3 the Buttons are not half big enough neither, 

Pen. Methinks they're very well Sir z however, your grateful perſon, 
were they i] made, would make e'm Comely, | 

Tim. Why "faith Madam as you fay, a graceful perſon_do's much, 
very much, the well ſpreading of the Shoulders, and firaightne(s, adds 
much to the ſhape; and yet without the poſtare, the modith Auguſt 
Garb, and Courtly mean, the ſhape is nothing, 

Pen, What an Idol do's this fellow make of himſelf? 

' Tim, Madam take it from me, 'tis a hard matter to ſce a man de- 
mean himſelf with Judgement, the Town's a ſtrenger to't — how do 
T do this ? ha — ' | ofde. 

Small. Exceeding well Sir, but forward. ; 

Tim, There are indeed a fort of empty fellows, that have pretences 
that would feem to know the Eſſence of good Carriages but ſearch 
em throughly, — far, far ſhort on't, 
Pen, Someſuch there are indecd Sir , but others that though they 
have not that Modiſh mean you ſpeak of, may have Wit which may ſup» 
ply the others want. | : | 

Tim. Wit, Madam, — why there's a famine on't ; but now alas the 
times are Metamorphos'd , there's no wit flirring, 

Pen. Sir, methinks there has been a great many very witty Playes 


' come out lately. 


Tim. Ah, .—- dull, dull, Madam, — dull to the tenth degree; 'no- 
thing but prolix phraſes,and bombaft,hardly a word of ſenſe,” of fancy in 
'em3 our Poets now take it from me Madam, have nothing bf conceit : 
One writes of Rural Wit bubbled by Carmen,another of Tnchantments, 


Bears and Monſters, and fuch a coilthey keep with their new _—_ 
| | E 2 that 
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chat wit an4 ſenſe are loſt, quite loft» ;aboliſh't 3 nothing remains but 
the meer dregs of fancy 3 you may believe me Madam, 

- Pen, Sir, Ile not preſume toqucſtion it, or 'doubt the truth of what 
you ſay, though I conteſs jt ſecms-a little ſtrange, 

- Tims. I grant it may Madam, and by theaway let me tell you, another 
would nct hav: found it out I have: I:thank wy Nars , ſome certain 
guifts which others want ;- 'tis as Providence decree's, every one has his 
Talent. 

Pe#, But not alike, I hope Sir, 

Tim. No Madam, l hope to ſee that : the truth is,I love to be.free,and 
perhaps ſityrica' in my opinion, and I doubt not but you are acquainted 
with the mode,and know: what becomes a Gentigman 3 for 'taith ſhould 
we not ſometimes dive into the ſecrets of Wit, and reprove miſtakes, 
theſe Raſcally Ports would grow infglent, there would beno living 
for *em, we (ſhould bs ſq pexpetually tormented with Lampoans; but 
*zad I cramp che Raſcals, P 

'Fen. Would'thou wert cramptand gag'd, fo I were rid of thee. 

Tim, You'd laugh «6 ſec how gfraid they are of mie , to*ther day Ma- 
dam, I went to [ce a Blay, 'and.. (itting *monglt. .thereſt-in the Wits 
Corner ; I know not what, but ſamewhat 1 miſlik'e,. and raiſed a hiſs, 
which preſently was ſeconded by all the Wits : But to fee the poor 
{cllow: the Poet, peep, out, between the Scenes , and ſhake his empty 
head, to fee his Ten Months laboug ſp xewarded, would have made you 


F 


die with Laughter, ha, ha, ha. |» +... : | 
Small, In this Madam, you:rather condemn,my, Judgment, then cx- 
cuſe your want of merit., But give me leave to tell you, if I have any 
Wit, you are a woman of great parts: Do you fee, that Gentleman ? 
Bett. Yes Sir, methinks a man of Excellent good Parts. 
 Swall. Ac is fo, yet this — this Modiſh Gallant that's naw fo brisk 
and ayrie, did I within theſe theeg dayes draw out of a lump of igno- 
xrance, a wretched lump, a thing of nothing. mould, ſtampt and fram'd 
him as you ſee, and of a Coxcornb, changd' him to a Courtier, a Mo+ 
difh fellow, and the Son of Fortune —- Sir, your Verſes, you forger 
that ——- | 
Tim. Huſh, I warrant thee _—- Madam, to let you fee, that what 1 
ſpeak is Reaſon, you hall your (elf be judge; I have, a, Copy of Verſes 
here,given:me þy one of the Ports, whodelzr'd my opinion of 'em — ah, 
here they are Madam — Ye read ?emto you — hum, tis gn Encomiys 
um on his Miſtreſs. | = 
Beſt of thy Sex, and brighter then the Moon 
.. At h:xfull Glory, 'or ghe San at Ngon:; - | 
:; Sweet as a b2d of Roſes, far aboye, 
. All th t ever:yet-pretend to Love,,  . 7 
Far thou appear'ſt;, asif thou, would perſwade,, 
Men to b&leve, for thee, Loye firſt was mades | 
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Or that the bli(s of nature ſhould conteſt 

With the delightful Lodging of thy breaſt, 

Zealots releaſe the blettings heapt above 

Of laſting Raptures, and immortal Love, 

But Jove , andall his Crowd of joyes ſhould be 

Diſpis'd and lighted for a taſtof thee. 
This and a great deal more ſuch fiuffe is here, ſuch —- much — *gad 
Jam Cen ſick to read it, |. | 

Pen. Mcthinks they arc very well Sir, only a little too full of raps 
ture,and flattery — but that may be born withall. 
Jim, Well Madam, I ſee your deſign, ha, ha, ha, to bantor the poor 
fellow : — but — *rwon't do, what anſwer do you think I made, 
—— What de'e think I did with*em ? 

P:n. Why, I ſuppoſe Sir, you ſpoke indifferently , and the lefs criti- 


| cally becauſe you intended to encoutage him, 


Tim, Encourage him ? *dsdeath encourage a Poet, I'de ſooner do't 
toa Cutpurſe, and more good I ſhall get by him -— no Madam, I 
damn'd it.-— danin'd it to the Center. 

Pen. But Sir, you had no reaſon for't, the verſes did not deſerve it. 

Tim, Piſh — that's no matter, it quell'd the Raſcalls hopes, why 
ſhould 1 have: encouraged him, and prais'd what he had writ, *tis ten 
to one within this twelve months, he would have writ a Play, and 
made a Chara&er of me; but *'gad 1 daſh'c his hopes, his Muſe, and he 
will hardly be reconcil'd this month through the fright I put him in, 

Pen. Well, this-isthe moſt intollerable Fop, that ever I ſaw, there's 


"no cnduring him, [ Aſide. 


Sir For, And let me have that Mannor too incerted as a Covenant 
for rcpairs, and fail not on*t to morrow. . | Exit Lawyers 
Pray Sir, give your excuſe, *tis only a little parcel of Land which I de- 
termine for my Daughters Joynture == but come lets in to Dinner, by 
this time *tis ready — and once more welcome to my houſe. 

Smal. 1 am too poor in thanks. . [ Whiſpers Tim. 

Tim, 1 am too poor in thanks Sir ; ſoftly you Rogue. 

Sir For. Ahnot poor in any thing, good Mr. Winelove, *faith I do 
not like it — but come , no Ceremony I beſeech you, but to Dinner. 


[ Exenunt. 


SCENE HE LCandsbip. 
Enter Bernard and Frank to Fight. 


Ber. The cauſe of my quarrel Sir , you cannot be ignorant of, knows 
ing who I am, and how you have betrayed me. 
Fran, My anſwer lyes in this, no#'In''my words, come, come, you 
arg too tedious. . Pa 1 
Ber, 
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Ber. O this ſhews your fcourage Sir, but b:lieve you ſhall have 
fighting work enough cre I kill yee, as certainly 1 ſhall before we part. 

Frank, Why, then the Surgeon's paid Sir, come we loſe time then 
Once more at you Sir, . - ; 


Enter Winelove Senor. 


O14 Wine. How now what's here, Swords drawn and Fighting ; ah, 
that my Tim. werehere now, to put in fora third man, but Ile try 
what I can do to part *em -— Gentlemen hold, hold, you've fought en- 
ough, hold, hold; I ſay. {Draws and goes to part 'em. 

Fren. Hark Reverend Sir, 'twil! become your gravity to retire a 
while, and not diſturb us, leaſt that portly ſhape of yeurs be diſcommo. 
ded —— pox on him, h'as given me another thinking while, . 

Old Wine. Faith he ſayes true, I was too raſh, well Gentlemen, fince 
you will haveit ©, fight it out bravely, and Vie ſtand by, and ſee fair 
play on both ſides. 

Fran. You ſee your fortune Sir. | { Ber. 37 diſarmed. 

Ber. Yes, and contemn'd it,and my life too, ſeeing *tis at thy mercy. 

Fran. You will do well to cheriſh it, for all that Sir, 

Old Wine. A brave fellow this, and I'le warrant a right Courtier, he 
has the true way on't, now would I give twenty pound my Tim, were 
here. 

'Ber. Ah Sir, toinſult I know, is Cuſtomary. 

Fren. Toinſult? — to let thee ſec how far I amrfrom it,there,there's 
thy Sword again, and give me thy hand, I could wiſh I could as eaſily 
give back thy Miſtreſs 3 but our Stats would have it otherwiſe; thou 
knoweſt we can't appoint our own deſtinies ; befides thou haft another 
Miſtreſs, and two at once 1s too much in reaſon for any one man. 

Ber, *Tis true, I have ahother Miſtreſs perhaps fairer then *tother, 
whom I intend to vifit as (von as this hurt Arm is dreſt z but what ex- 
cuſes can you bring from that ? 

Fren. Why, *faith not many — but doſt hear, ſhall I carry commen- 
 dationsfrom thee toher too, hah? -— Prithee let me. | 

'Ber. No, no, Sir, my own Rhetorick henceforth ſhall ſerve, but to 
let you ſee I have a ſenſe of generoſity, as well as baſencſs, T'le quit the 
Place, and henceforth do as my honour ſhall dire& me, and not paſſion, 
and if there be a way for friendſhip left, Vie find it, if not, *tis but ad- 
ventring another skirmiſh, and then perhaps I ſhall be as loath to take a' 

.ife, as you to giveit. | Exennt, 

Old Wine, By Juno, that's a brave fellow too —— ah, he's gone Sir, 
you have ſent him packing — *fith you fought it bravely, Lnever ſaw 
a Duel fought with better Judgement 3 are-you not hurr Sir ? 

Fran. 1 think not, I fecl —_— | 

Old Wine, Your Antagoniſt, believe me, was a ſhrewd fellow, and 

| 'faith 
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faith once I thought would have damag'd you, your point being horn too 
low, but you recovered it. 

Fras. I Sir, I didfo. | 

Old Wine. And bravely Sir, you did in doing ſo; when I was of 
your years I had ſome fame my ſelf for Duclling — ab, I have ſeen the 
time when I have come into the field with Courage , travers'd my 

round, fought and paſſado'd briskly, and as ſimply as I now ſtand here, 
en victor. 

Fren. 'Tis very likely Sir, this is the moſt impertinent old fellow I 
ever (aw, he will enter into diſcourſe whether I will ox no — Sir, your 
Servant, I amalittle in haſte. 

Old Wine, Pray Sir, a word more, I have a little buſineſs with you. 

Fran. Umph . I am of late grown a man of more buſineſs then 
ever I defign'd my ſelf, Pray Sir, what is it quickly ? for ſome preſent 
Occaſions call me hence. 

Old Wine. Shall I then Sir, defire the favour of you. 

Fran. Sir, Any tavour , be but brief, and tell it, 

Old Wine. I thall Sir, "cis a ſmall matter , 'a very (mall matter, only 
to know whether you are indebted to any one, or to be more plain, 
whether you owe any money ? 

Fran. Money Sir 2 Sir, that's a firange queſtion , nor know I at pre- 
ſcat how to reſolve it. 

Old Wine, Doubt not my meaning good, nor conceit I queſtion this to 
draw you intodanger, *faith I do not, 

Fren, Why then Sir, know I am a Gentleman, and have means large 
enough to pay my debts if they were ten times doubled , methinks you 
might have gucſs'd that by my outfide without queſiioning. What is't. 

id Wine, Now I come to you Sir — I have a Son my Heir , for 
whom I have theſe 5 and 50 years been ſcraping an Eſtate, he now is 
grown up to maturity, and *faith to ſpeak frecly of him, is a youth of 
rare endowments, and pregyuant Wit Sir, and admired Fancy, 

Frank, Sir, being your Son, it were a fin to doubt it. 

Old Wine, Now Sir, I ſee you area man of parts, one that the Town 
takes noticeofz you can talk wel), fight well, ſing well, Court your | 
Miſs in Rhime, with any Modiſh Bully of *emal!. 

Franck, Ah, your ſervant Sir, not I 'faith. f 

Old Wine. Sir, I have heard you fam'd —- talkt of, and woAdred at, 
Couſtables fear you, Bayliffs creep into Corners, and our witty dabbling 
Poets of the time, cry, yonder's Amoroxs, plague of his Criticiſms, 

Frank, You are plcas'd tolay this on me Sir, — what a devil will 
this come to? - 

Old Wines All this confeſs'd, then. he that has the honour to keep 
you company, muſt needs be very happy and Sir, as my Son is the hap- 
pipeſs of my Life, and his well doing my chief comforc, it is my earneſt 


requeſt to you, 
Frank, 
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\Fraxk, To be his Tutor, and-teith him'the Town Virtues. 

Old Wine. No Sir, not his Tutor , far be *that'diſhonour from you 
beſides, he has a Tutor already, a pretty quibbling Fellow that has 
taught him very well : But Sir, to be of your acquaintance, would 
make hitn for ever _— and Sir, to gratifie you, command my Eflate, 
 Youarea young-man, and perhaps'by extraordinary Expences, are ſome- 

times out of Money, I have ſome - Bags toſpare Sir , pray make uſe of 
*tm: My Money, Houſes, Land, Eſtate is at your Service, be but ac- 
quainted with my Son Sir. oy Wy 

Frank, This is unlookt for Fortune — But *tis ſucha good natur'd 
old Fool, that methinks*tis pitty to bubble him. Sir, for your proffers, 
I return you thanks, and aſſure your ſelf what lyes in me to ſerve you, 
or your Son, ſhall be done without further C:remony, 

Old Wine.. Why, I thank you — heartily thank you, mw=— Tim, thou 
" art wade for ever. Sir, he is hard by at a Friends houſe of mine, whoſe 
Daughter he is to marry. 

Frank. Hard by, fay you Sir? pray who is't. 

O14 Wine. An old acquaintance Sir, one Sir Formall Ancient. 

Frank. Sir Formsll Ancient. 

Old Wine. gy Sir, and his Daughter my Strippling is to marry , 'tis 
already concluded on. | 

Frank. My Miſtreſs by Heaven, and I conſider on't, this muſt needs 
be the Sutor ſhe told me of ; This was a happy diſcovery, for I queſtion 
not but I ſhall go near to forbid the banes, Sir, Fle wait on you 
thither. n 

Old Wine. With all my heart Sir, -I was juſt going to requeſt it of 
you, 'So I ſhall work him rarely. [ Exit Prarik, 
He is certainly the fit'ft Companionin the world for Tem; he knows 
the Town tricks, all the humours, faſhions, has all new Songs by heart, 
knows with a grace how to accoſt a Wench, Strut and talk Bawdy, and 
then he looks with ſo compos'd a ſhape, as he were, only made to be 
a Wencher, -——- Old Peter reſt contented, all's now finilh'd, thy Son 
ſhall be aſpark, and thou be happy, happy as thou couldſt with : wel), 
Ile follow him, and once more refreſh his memory, repeat his promiſe. 


Then triumph in my Fate ;- this being done, 
And boaſt the beſt of Criticks was my Son, 


ACT. 
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AGCT.1IV. 


Scene I. Another Chamber. 


Exmter Bernard, Lucretia, ' 


Luc, 'F Il you not tell me who you fought with; methinks if 
yau had any Love tor me, you ſhould not let me ask 
lo often, prithee tell. 

Ber. Why, I tell thee I do not know him , he's one that belongs to 
the Town 3 a wretched Fellow that hardly knows himlſclf, and I ſuppoſe 
was one hir'd to challenge me, 6 F | 

Luc, In ſome Ladies Quarrel, T'le lay my life. 

Ber, Piſh, What Lady? I know no. Lady, nor like none but thee-3 
Come, Come, this fruitleſs. Jealoulie's fill to be avoided, aſluge thy 
ſe|f I Love thee, only thee, + 

_ Lic, Why, are you then ſo haſty to be gone? You never come to 
Vitit me, but as if your minates caqne too falt upon you, ; 

Ber. You rack your {clf with doubts, and think I light you , when 
'tis my chief endeavour how to pleaſe you 3 but for m ablence at prefen”, 
"tis requir'd on Earneſt buſine(s, and believe apr: toly tax earneſt buſinels, 
great and profitable could take me from thee 3 but have a little Patience, 
and I'lc be with thee inſtantly, | Ex, 

L#u;. Well, there mult be ſomething more in the wind then he is wil 
ling to acknowledge 3 but at leiſure I will wheedle the ſecret from him, 
and then provide af my ſelfas accalion ſerves. [_Exit, 


Scene II. Hall. 


Euter Tim, Lady Ancient, Penelope; Betty. 


Lady A. Sir, though I ſec in your Phraſes a great deal of Wit and 
Gallantry 3 yet if ], may preſurre, you are tao poynant, your fancy 
flowes too extream a deluge, as *twould. o'rewhelm the Age : You 
look Sir, tooſharply into the nature of things, .and are, I doubt not, a 
great Philoſopher.z but Sir +... 4 Ae | 

Tim. A Philoſppher -—- what a poXis that,? —, Now this Roguc, uyy 
Tito hath left me alone, and I (hall he mir'd immediatly. but what 
Madam ? , OM Sh a al | FR 


pt oo ve goed 
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Lady A. But in truth Sir,I think you are a'little'too Satyrical in your 


Opinion, and though 'tis probable you have rcad Alexander Roſs ; Who 


let me tell you was a great Wit, as any in his time, according to my 
ſimple Judgement, a very, Exccllent Fellow, ——- What think you of him 
Sir ? 

Tim. Oi who Madam ? 

Lady A. Alexander Roſs. 

Tim, Alexender Roſs, the D-vil Roſs him, I'm ſure he broke my 
head once at School — a very Shrewd Fellow indeed, and to my 
knowledge a great Scholar, I have try'd him often, 

Pen. The Fool has come off a great deal better then I expetted, 

Lady A. Yet though he was a Critick, and a Scholar , he gave all 
publick notice, Printed his Books Cum Privilegi», and gave convincing 
\caſons for what hedid :* And Sir, would you do fo 7 

Tim. Reaſons Madam, alas you wroung your Judgment; you talk 
at the old rate of fifty three, when the World flouriſht in its ignorance, 
when Wealthy Blades with Velvet Cloakes through lin'd, Booted and 
Spurr'd, and almoſt hid in Ruff; would Argue out whole hours 
with Senſe and Reaſons, and in D.ſcourſe pretend to expound it too : 


'But now the Worlds grown wiſe, its grown out of faſhion, few men 


give Reaſons for what they do, at leaſt few Witty men. 

Lady A. Then Sir, ſince you have no Reaſons for your Criticiſms, 
good Nature ſhould oblige you to be favourable, 

Tim. Who | ! -— *faith Madam, I am, — for were I not favourable, 
many a poor Fellow about Town would be undone. 

Pen. 'Tis well Tmpudence is Modith , thou wert elſe to-my know- 
ledge a very miſerable Fellow. Prithee Betty , what think'ſt thou of 


him, 
** Bett. Truly Madam, he ſuffers in my Cenſure equal with your Lady- 
ſhips, and I'think him to be a bundle of Vanity; otherwiſe called a Fop 


in Extraordinary: 
'Tim. Do's your Ladiſhip delight in Songs ? Ile ſing you one or two 
of mine own Penning, 

Lady 4. Oh! extreamly Sir, and now I think on't, Thad a Song, 
given me yeſterday of a Kinſman of mine's Penning, Betty can ſing it 3 you 
ſhall hear it Sir; and I pray you give me your Opinion of it. 

Tim. With all my heart Madam, and afterwards you ſhall hear 
mine. ; 

Lady A. The Tune was Set Sir, by a very good Friend of his , one 
Mr. Smith, and late Compoſer to the Kings Play: houſe, 

Tim. Who Beb'!'a very Excellent Fellow Madam, believe me,and one 
the Town Miſſes very much to my knowledge; for now a dayes what 
ever is the matter with*em, I know not, but we have fach Tuncs, ſuch 
lowſy lamentable Tunes, that*twould make one forſwear atl Muſick, 
Maiden Fair, or the the Kings Delight , are incomparable to ſome af 

theſe 
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theſe we have now. "Tis true the Theater Mulick is ſomething tollerable, 
becaule *tis for their Creditz but otherwiſe — 


Lady A. Sir, I ſee you are a great Judge; '—— Come Betty the Song : 
Pray oblerve Sir, *cis a little wanton, that's all the fault 4 know in ic. 
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' what wonld you do ? 


2 
Her words and bluſhes ſo fir'd my heart, 
I pul d ber to me and claſp'd-ber aronnd, 

. And thongh with Cunning ſhe play d ber part : 
Tet fainter, axd faimer, her threats I found, 
But when I leaſt thought on her, leaft I deſir'd, 
My Love a forbearance ſhould allow, 

A touch of her hand, my beart ſo inſpir'd: 
My P affion was melted I know not how, 


F 2 Which 
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3. 
Which when fair Czlia's quick eye perceiv'd, 
And found by my myo, my paſſions decay, 
Her Fate ſhe inwardly ſeem'd togrieve: 
. That Fool'd her, and CooPd ber, ſo baſe away, 
She figh'd and lo;k'd pale to ſee me dull, 
And in her beart, this oath ſhe ſwore, 
She never again would ſlight an adreſs : 
Nor the Critical minute refuſe no more, 


Lady A. Now Sir, how de'e likeit ? 

Tim, *Ifaith a pretty Song, and a great deal of Wit in't , but I am 
confident it won't take, 

Lady 4A. Why Sir? FE 
- Tim. Te wants a little more-of that ſame in it + Thofe wrappings in 
Cl.aycLinnen, it ſhould have eppearcd naked as *twas meantz To be 
phin with you Madam, nothing but Bawdy — down-right, — rank 
Bawdy will do now, hor hardly that neither, if it have not ſome new 
meaning. 
-:Lady-#; Fye Sir; this. is too: Satyrical,/ © -— -, 
- Tim, Rot at allMadam — -'tisalewd Age, a very Pocky, Pitifal, 
Ape, and muſt be'abus'd; or know no Reformation. 


Enter Sir Formal, Old Wine, Frank. | 
Sit For. Here fle is Six, my Wife and Daughter with him, cloſe at the 
buſineſs Six you ſee he Tooſes no time. , | 
Old Wine. This Sic is he, —— Tims, pray know this Gentleman, a 


worthy perſon, and one has done me great Honour, [ The Congee. 
- | rhis-isrhe Fort{bubbicd one day at Spearings, |; mult 
eplement-for fear of difoovery. * C4fide, 


Tim. Sir, if i miltakenot; T had the honour to ſee you, ofice before, 
but now am proud that Fortune has been ſo kind as to grace me with 
this ſecond interview. 

Frank, Sir, *twas a Happineſs I confeſs unexpcaed that brought me 
into your Company, and this:fecond:chance has confirmed the. Obliga- 
tion, and made me infinitcly:adebtot.\'c) .\- LE ; | 

Pen, Franck, Amorous mags 9571 Fane my Father! this amazes 
me: Betty, you muſt follow: ftil! the aldhamour, * and call hiaBrother, 
I aſt mv Father ſhould diſcover our laſh Plot. | 

Bert, O Madam. never fear his-difcovery, I'le watrant you I'le ſecuye 
him — dear Brother —< uu wht ens on 

Frank, Sifter, how doſt thou? 'khainot ſeen. thee a good while, — 
but buſineſs muſt exculc all. : 


-Tew.. Is ſhe your Siſter Sir ? £ 
| Frank 


XUM 


The Fool turn'd Critickh 37 


Frank, Yes Sir, and. the beſt of *em Ile aſſure you —- but mum, 
more'of that hereafter, 

Tim. Well' Sir, I come indifferent near you, for this Lady here is to 
be my Wife. 

Frank, Say yourſo Sir? nay then on your account 1 may preſume to 
Salute her, without further Ceremony 3 F Riſes bers 
Your Wife ſay you Sir ? > 

Tim. Faith even ſo Sir, the Siſters have decreed it. 

Frank. You're happy Sir but. pray, how many Months Courtſhip was 
your purchaſe ? 

Tim. Though this ſeems to be a Modiſh Fellow, yet by his Diſcourſe, 
he ſeems to know little of the Town Courtſhip. Sir, _—- Why I never 
Courted her in my life, Damme, mcthinks a mans Parts and PerteQions 
may do it without Courtſhip: But Sir, I ſce you are ignorant of the 
new way of addreſs, 

Franck, I am in troth Sir. 

Old Wine, Tim, come hither. [ They Whiſper. 

Fra 1k. Did I not know your Judgement, and this Fellows Vanity, 1 
ſhould fear him as 2 Rival, but ſo much Foppery has clear'd my doubts, 
aud given we cauſe, rather to pity then hate him. 

Pen. 1 know not what it is to pity him, but I-am ſure I hatehim; 
his Impertinence has made me ſick, — theſe two hours have I been in 
Purgatory, 

Frank. Nay, *tis the verrieft Puppy _— Madam, thall I ?— 

Pen. No, no, hang him, he's beJow a beating, 

OLI IVine. See, he points at thee, 

Tim, Who, pox, he's entring into Commendation of me, or one miſ- 
chief or other, now *tis ten to.one but 1 ſhall. ſuffer by his Bed-rid 
Genius. 

Small, Oh 1 oh! oh! [ Within, 


Sir For. How:now ! what voice is that ? 
Ezter Smallwit, bis head bound _—- Oh, oh. 


Tim. Hah — my Tutor —- abus'd thus _—- *Zounds, who has done 
this? Ile be the death ofhim, a Dog, Raſcal, Villain, Son of a Whore, 
le murder hin., he ſhall not. live, abuſe my Tutor thus, 2 Rogue, a 
Dog, ; *dsdeath I'le cut him to Pieces 3, let m2 go. | 

Laly 4, Good S:r, be paticnt till we know the Accident. 

Tim. Father, hold nie taſt,. for by Heaven your:ignorance had like: to 
haved:thonour'd me. - 

Sir or; The Pericranium's ſafe, there's no great harm done z, but'by\ 
what Accident came it? pray be brick, | 

Tim. No matter how Sir,. *dsdcath let m2 ftind'the Rogue: 

Old Wite. Nay Son, Son — good Son — 

Small. 
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Small, Why Sir, coming through Loxg- Acre, I chanc'd to ſee a very 
hanſom Lady ſtand in a Bellcony, at which obje& my Faculties being 
alzrm'd, I flood an indifferent while to view her; when preſently comes 
out of the houſe a Gentieman, and ask'd me what I ftar'd at m=— [ told 
him at the Lady : Sirrah (ayes he, (and ſwore) who are you — I think- 
ing that would be pleaſing, told who was; and further, inform'd him 1 
belong'd to you, nd what Office [ was imploy'd in: when he heard 
this, he call'd me Son of a Whore, drew upon me, and with the Hilc 
of his-Sword, - broke my head a croſs , and ſoſurrounded by a crowd of 
people left mc. 

Frank, A very barbarous thing 'ifaith, broke thy head a Croſs, 'twas 
too much a Conſcience. 

Sir Fer. I'le warrant ſome Papi(h, or other that ow'd him a Spight : 
D#yſt thou not know his name ? | 

Smali, Yes, I underſtood by ſome that ſtood by, that his name was 
Bernard. 

Sir For. Bernard, was't he? 1 know him Sir, a! Raſcal, a Cavalicr- 
ing Vagabond thathates our party : he was once a Suitor to my-Daugh- 
ter, but I caſheer'd him quickly 3 alasa broken head, *tis nothing with 
him , *cis a wonder he had not kilPd thee; had I been there he had 
p<pperd ine z o' my conſcience *has maim'd a Regiment of.Roundheads, 

Tim. No one to affront thus, but my Tutor — talke no more on't, 
he ſhall not live _— Te inſtantly go and challenge him, 

Old wine. And fo thou ſhalt Boy, and Ple be thy ſecond rather then 
faile : Let this Paſs! 

Sir For. Fie, tic, conſider becter firſt. 

Lady A. Come Sir, go in with me, P've an excellent Balſome of my 
own making, which I'm ſure in tew hours will heal up the Orifice. 

[Exit Small. Lady A. 

Pen. Yonder has Amorows been this quarter of an hour muſing and 
muttering to himſelf -— Prithce get behind him , and liſten what he 
ſayes. | 

'F rank. Bernerd did he ay ! The Lady he talkt of in the Balcony, 
is undoubtedly Bernards Miſtreſs, whom with (ſuch care he conceal'd over 
apainſt the Roſe. I'gad the hopes of beguiling him of this ſecond Miſtreſs is 
ſo ſweet, that I am not able ro reliſt it, I muſt ſee her. 

Bezt. Oh happy diſcovery — who would ha thought this had been 
in him —— well, the whole race of men are deceivers , exemplary in this 
inconſtant wretch : But my Lady fhall know it inſtantly. 

Tim. You may let megonow; I begin to cool — Pox on't, I've 
conſidered now, *tis beneath me to fight him on this quarrel; had it 
been my own quarrel, and about a Wench, though 'twere an Orange 
Wench, I would ha? pinckt the Raſcal, but ſceing *tis as *tis , my Tu- 
tor ſhall Lampoon him, and there's an cnd on't. 

Frank; 
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Fraxk.. Sir, leave the ſequel of this affair to me, I know the man 
better then you imagine 3 and aſſure your (elf he ſhall render ſatisfaci- 
on as ſhall countervail the Aﬀront, for the purſuance of which, I take 
my leave. And hatk a word more , forbear addreſſes to that Lady till 
þ (ce younext. There's Plots, Jugglings abroad 3 I'le tell you more 
' anon: My Siſter neither is not as ſhe ſeems, but time will diſcover all, 
fix thouſand pound is Money Sir: Sce they obſerve us; Vie take my 
leave, the humbleſt of your Servants '-— $9 this I ſce has fo amaz'd 
him, that hee'l be fearful to proceed further, till he ſpeak with me : but 
now to my new adventure — I'm almoalt mad to fee her. 

Tin. Umh — there's ſom2thing more in this then I well under. 
fand, but at night I ſhall know all. 

Sir For. Come Mr. Winelwve, pray walk in with me, accept a Glaſs 
of my March-Beer, old hearty Liqour Sir, and good to nouriſh, pray 
walk in. 

Old Wine, With all my heart Sir Formal, Tim, come follow me, 

| Exennt Omnes pretev Penelope and Betty. 

Bett.. No Madam, *tis infallibly ſo; you may ſee by his haſty going 
away how conſtant he is. | 

Pen. - This Action of his has vext me extreamly, forif he rambte thus 
already, what would he doit I ſhould ever happen to marry him. 

Bett, Ay Madam, when as they ſay he is the Husband of your boſom, 
the tirm ſupplier of your Necelſities, when you are bone of his bone, and 
for ever one fleſh , then —— to have what (o deeply you lov'd ſnatch'd 
from you by a Suburb {inner that ſues for hire, intruth Madam is in- 
tollcrable, and were it my ſelf | could never endure it, 

Pen. Did'ſt thou hear him diſtin&ly 7: Methinks lamvery loath to 
bclicve it, 1alwayes thought him conltant, and:Betty thou had'(t a good 
opinion of him once too. 

B.tt. Intruth | had Madam , I thought him exquiſite, anda man of 
good Parts; but fince I tind him falſe, 1 afſure you I hate an incon« 
ſtant Fellow : O fye, indeed he's very odious to me. 

Pen. But Prithce tel! me, what faid he? 

Bett, Why Madain, amongſt a Crowd of words, which muttringly ex- 
prelt his Joy, I heard him ay aloud, that the hopes of beguiling Bernard 
of th's ſecond Miltreſs was fo (weet , that he was not able to re- 
liſt it. 

Pen, 'Tis ſo — he is'falfe, nay what is worſe , he'triumphs in his 
falſhood, but T'am reſolved to fit him , though my poor heart ſuffers 
for it : *Tis well my love is not fo pathonate, as fome who fix their 
thoughts on ſuch bale wretches. If it were, I fee 'my defiiny — incon- 
fiant Frank adicu — I'm now my ſelf again-— B. tty, get" me Ink and 
Paper in my Cloſet. { Exit Betty: 
Ile preſcntly write to Berxard, who perhaps diſpaires df regainivg my 
aff:Qion, but the kind cxprefſions in my Letter ſhall. thaw his _ 

opes> 
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Fopes, and make him once morc mine, .— appoint him to mcet me in 
the Park, whither Amorous I'me ſure will bring Lucia, if he defignes an 
aſlignation : TfI, find him falſe, my choice is Bernard 3 if not, my doubt 
will augment my future Love, and make my Fate more happy === 
[ Exit, 
Enter Bitty. 


Betz. She's gone to Write , and now I am alone, let me conſider a 
little of my own affairs : Franck Amorous's laſt words, it well under- 
ſtood, and quaintly managed , may prove greatly to my advantage 
far Lheard himtell the young Squire, I was his Siſter , and the beſt of 
of 'um; talkt of 6000 /. and the Lord knows what, as if I were ſome 
vaſt;unbounded Fortune, that liv'd d.{guis'd for my ſecurity : This Plox 
tollowed cloſely, muſt needs prove advantagious : For as | palt by the 
door, 1 ſaw the Fop Leer at me, and make a Congee, as it he had al. 
ready markt me out tor his Addreſſes: Well, if I amby the Nick name 
of Siſter, cheated into hfteen huncred a year, 'tis the only way to make 
me a Lady, that I know and H:aven knows how agrecable that Ticle 
isto me, here he comes <=— he has tollowed me hither to ſpeakiin pri. 
vate, —-.and Lam reſolved to be preparcd for him. 


Enter Tim. 


Tim. Yonder ſhe is, it muſt be as he told me — her very look's too 
ſtatcly fora Chambcermaid -— ha, have they tricks? I find I ſhall our 
trick um —— Pleaccolt her, and try if thee*l diſcover. 

Bett, Hc's coming, now fora [tudied ſpeech — 

Fim, A very pretty Room this Madam — good Hangings, and wel! 
contriv'd. 

Bett. Madam, that very word is comfortable, it is indeed Sir, now 
vcry happy in Luſtre, receiving from your preſenee its greateſt Orni- 
ment, but elſea very poor appartment, and far unworthy your no- 
tice. 

Tim. Ah Madam, you do me too much honour, — Luſtre from me, 
alas no — I'm clouded, I make no ſhow in the World, blemithe. dif- 
guiſed, I love no noiſe nor tumult, and fome there are, who (hall b: 
nameleſs, that tollow my example. This touches her. 

Bert. What, walk diſguis'd ? pray who are they ? 

Tim. Perſons of Quality, who think it fit co ſhade their Birth and 
Fortunes , but let that paſs ms your Brother” Madam, by Heaven is 
a very brave Fellow, and one that has done me many fignal tavours, 
and whoſo'er defarnes him, .lyes-in's throat, is a Son of a Whore, a Dog 
and Poultroon, and ſhall be Carbonado'd for your fake 5 next for his 
own. 

Bett, For mine, alas Sir, indeed you degrade your (lt. 


Tim, 
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im. Secrets will out at laſt Madam , the Sun cannot be long 
clouded. 
Bets, Sir, this is too miſtical for ſo barren an apprehenſion as mine 
is. | 
| Tim, Madam, you may. conceal it how you pleaſe 3 but your Bro- 
ther has done me the honour to impart a Secret to me. 

Bett. A Secret Sir! _— for Heavens fake, of me, or my Lady? 

Tim, Your Lady —— ha, ha, ha, — who's that —-- no, no, that 
won't paſs: Ihavea picrcing eye, it may be a foreſceing one. 

Bett, What do'ye foreſee Sir? 

Tim. Where a great Fortune lyes: Nay I can tell too whether 5900 
I, or 15 Groats — your Lady — ha, ha, ha, harke Madam, deal 
freely with me —— is ſhe not your Chamibermaid ? I ſuppoſe *ewill 
come to that at laſt, 

Bett. O fye, no indeed Sir, but 1 ſce my Brother has been too 
talkativeof my concerns: Yet this committing it to the boſom of a 
perſon of ſo much merit and worth , as your actions ſufficiently de- 

 monlſtrate you to be,has in ſome meaſure releaſed my doubt,I well know- 
ing the extraordinary Perfe&ions Heaven has beſtowed on you , eſpe- 
cially in concealing the ſecret of a perſon extreamly ſenſible of For- 
tunes bounty , in permitting the honour to becaroll'd among thethe 
number of your admirers. 

Jim, Madam, your commands can make me dumb, if this had 
come from a man now ; what a rare ſpeech was here to have criticis'd 
upon, but I am glad I have diſcovered her Quality, 

Pen. within, Betty, where are you ? 

Tim, Who's that ? 

Bett Sir Formalls Daughter Sir, 

Tim, Methinks Sir Formal; Daughter's a little too familiar , though 
with oneof your Quality- | 

Bett, *Tis as I pleaſe to have it Sir,for a time: Hark (he's coming, and 
"tis not fit ſhe ſees this Interviews therefore;Sir, I muſt beg you to retire, 
and leave the purſuance of this affair-toa fitter opportunity, al wayes re- 
membring that your ſecreſy will oblige me; for were my Qualities pub- 
liſhe, I could never reſt free from the impertinent Addrefles ot the 

.Town Fops, and that was.indeed the reaſon. 

Tim, Of your diſguiling your elf into a Chambermaid , nay never 
bluſh, it muſt be ſo. 

Bett: Well indeed Sir, you have the winningſt way with you. 

Pen. Within, Why Betty, what are you doing of ? 

Tim, Again, a very impudent woman, this Madam, as ever I ſaw; 
but the truth is, I ever thought her a woman of ſlender Diſcretion, 
but leaſt as you ſay, ſhe ſhould come and diſturbus , Vle take my leave, 
and be only happy in contemplating your perfetion, being deprived of 
the Blefling of your Society, 5 _=_ 

its 
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Bett. The Bleſling of my Society — ha, ha, ha, was ever ſach a Fop 
ſcen, he runs fafter into the ſnare then I would have him; I play'd my 
partrarely well, there's but a ftep more betwcen me and my wiſhes, 
ifI can get that my race is finiſht , if not, *tis but ſo manyhopes leſt, 
and-the'odd Complements: Ile go and difcloſe all to my Lady,the Tam 
ſure will further itz the next is, to appoint an Afſignation, get a Par- 
ſon and Marry, and the next, to take State upon me as befits my- For- 
tune, ; Exit. 


SCENE. III. Second Chamber. 


Enter Bernard and Lucia. A Letter, 


Ber. Nay, prithee trouble not thy (elf about this , *tis a concern 'of a 
friends of mine ith' Country 3 but to our own affair, I ſaw Franth Amo. 
ror coming in the'Street, Iknow he's coming hither : Pat your ſelf in- 
to a fit pofture, it may bea Husband, and a 1000 /. a year in your way, 
if well manag'd, : 

Luc. Ptay lect me alone to manage it, 

Ber. Ple go into my Cloſet, andiover-hear him, and in the middle of 
his Courtſhip ſurprize him, hark he's coming —. you know your part, 
— T'e obſcure my ſelf, | 


- Exger Franck Amorous, Sbe offers to run away, be Catches and bolds her. 


Franck, Nay, do not fly me Madam, you are found, I thank my Stars 
they have lighted me the way, the right way. now — I have ramblcd 
long. enough. 

Luc. And now you have found me, what are you the better > what 
Propolitions can you make your ſelf? 

Fronch, Why all Madam, all that man could wiſh for; T have youth 
enough, ſtrength enough, Love enough, and Money enough, and what 
a Pox ſhould bauk my Propoſitions : I do propound to my ſelf that I 
am the man that muſt —— | 

Luc, — What ? . 

Franck, Why do a certain affair for you which ſhall be namleſs. But 
before I proceed any further in Diſcourſe, oblige me ſo far, as to tell 
me in what manner of Phraſe I ſhall accoſt you? whether in your old 
way of Raillery and Aﬀeront, or my old of Love and Infinuation ? 

Luc, Neither Sir, Iam not prepared for an Addreſs, 

Franck, But Iam — dobuttry me — Fle warrant Ile fit your 
humour, 

Lac. You'l find -it ſomewhat- troubleſome — mine's a continued 
Temper, | 

Fronck, So that's my. Cue, it muſt. be the 0d way .— 'Tis the 

—— | {tcangeſt - 


XUM 


The Fool turn'd Critick. 43 


ſtrangeſt humour I ever met with, nothing will win her but flat abuſes. 
-Lwc, Sir, you will oblige me to be briet in declaring your buſinchs. 

Franck, Why , then to be plain with you Madam, the world takes 
notice of your retir'd life, and has been bold to paſs ungrounded 
Cenſares upon your reputation : There is a Gentleman is ſeen to Vilit 
you often, one I could name, ifoccaſion were, and to my knowledge 
—— ha's above three and twenty Wives, beſides ſome thirteen Mitreſles, 
conveniently Lodged for cach particular Ramble, 

Ber, Impudent Raskal, ( Behind.) 

Luc. Certainly not ſo many as you mention, but if he had, I could 
forgive him : Beſides Sir, methinks you have little reaſon to ſpeak of 
this, having your ſelf by this CharaRter of you been ſixteen times under 
the Surgeons hands, and as often Cited into the Court for getting of 
Baſtards, e 

Frauck; Pugh —— a lye — a notorious lye _—. 1 Cited to the Court 
Madam, he only told you this, for fear of being too much intereſted in 
your fayour, 

Luc. Sir, he needs not fear that, for both he and all others are alike 
to me, ' Iſe|dom fawn on any one. 

Franck, That fawns on you , you mean, one that will Court you, 
Serve you, Singto you, Play with you, Love ye, Kils ye, Marry you, 
Lyec with you, Honour you, and keep you to the end of the Chapter. 

Luc, Thetruth is, *tis a great deal better then *tother , and I'm 
pleaſed to ſee your endeavours. 

Franck, Art thou pretty ſweet Creature? and 'igad I will endeavour 
moſt extreamly —— moſt vehemently, but I will pleaſe thee at laſt. 

Ber. So now T'le upon him, he's ripe now for the Plot, 

Iucc, me fure now you inſult over my. weaknefs, if Iſhould be 
kind. 

Franck, Inſult, baniſh me for ever thy preſence, which is the great- 
eſt Curſe Ican think of, if 1do not adorcevery inch of thee, andthink 


this the happicſt minute I ever ſaw , my deer, {weet, pretty excel- 
lent. Kiſſes her band, Ber- 


Ber. Sir. nard pylls bim, 

Luc, Oh Heavens! Berxerd here ! 

Franck, Ay, I knew the Devil would ſend him — well, fince it is 
ſo, I will be impudent, and get out as well as I can, Your pleaſure 
Sir — youſee*tis I, make your belt owt, 

Ber. Then Sir, let me tell you _— you are a Villain. 

Franck, And Sir, let me te}! you, you lye , there's a Rowland for 


your Oliver. » 
Ber. *Dsdeath can T be paticnt? [ He off: 11 to draw. 
Luxe, Hold Sir, doyou know where you are, and what Iam, that 
you dare do this ; mult1 be affronted with your unſcaſonable Quauwrels ? 
And muſt my Chamber be your field to tiltin:; call you this Love to 
me? I grow enraged at the Aﬀront, G 2 Ber, 
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Bey, Madam, can you then take part with my enemy, the Raviſher 
of my delights, and continued fo to virtue. 

Franck, And faols —— pray. put that in too. 

Ber, Had'it thou'not Impudence beyond.cxample, and wert a lyer on 
record, how'couldit thou ſay 'I had three and twenty Wives, and ſo 
"many Milireſſes, alwayes knowing the ſincerity of my Life and. Con. 
verſation. 

Franck, And wert thou not immediate contriver of falſhood undex 
Lucifer, and owner of an impudence ſurpalſling his, how couldſi thou 
ay I had bcen fixteen times under the Surgeons hands, and as often 
Cited for getting Baſtards? knowing my immaculate temper. and ſirangs 


averfion to Unchaſtity. . 
Ber. Ha — thy averſion —— *dsheart do not F know. 


Luc. Sir, what you pleaſe, but this is nFtit place for you to declare 
your knowledge in 3 and ſince your nature is ſo turbulcnt,. think it not 
firange if I deſtre your*abfence : Pray leave us.. 

Ber. Madam, I know too much of duty to diſpute your. commands. 
But Sir — you ſhall dearly pay for. this... believe*t you ſhall, an 
Heireſs, and ten thouſand Pounds is not fo cafily won as you imagine: 
but we ſhall meet again, [ Exit. 
. Franck, An Heireſs, and ten thouſand pound; Iam raviſht at -my 
Fortune — meet .again ah — i'gad —— I would meet thee in- the 
Quarrel', were it in Hell, afid our. Weapons were to be Firebrands 
—- *tisa rare Creature, and I am certain Loves him intirely —— Ma» 
dam, he's gone, ha, ha, ha, the poor Fellow is retir'd 3 and.now ſince 
you have half-bleſt me already, take pitty. and compleat it, I am a 


. Gentleman, my ERate a thouſand per annum, raiſe me from death and 


take me for your Rusband : I love you above life, and *twill be Chae 
rity in you to keep him from deſpair, that lives but to adore you. 

Exc, You are too haſty Sir,. let me conſider a while, the cauſe re- 
quires it z however meet me in Grays- Inn-Walks this Evening, and my 
anſwer ſkall be as ſatisfaory, as my. honour will permit, .or decency al- 


low of, 
Franck, Fle be as punQual as the hour, till when, adicu ſweet Realer . 


of my heart 3 thou precious, melting, charming, ſnairing —.*dsdeath 
lam tranſported, | (Exit, 


Exter Bernazd, 


Ber, Hz, hs, ha, rarely: performed, thou haſt fir'd. him fo, that hel. 
certainly marry thee, thuugh it were only in hopes to beguile me, and 
when tis done, no matter for his frown 3 Ple be: at chand to-ſee thou 
art not wronged, «go, goin, prepare for the aſſignation,, ſo it works 
rare. Nuw my young Roving Gallant, Ithink I've. met.we'e, *tis the- 
ſrycitcli reverges 7 [ Exit. 

For 
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For he's fo heedleſs, that he certainly marries her. But now for ano- 
ther affair, Sir Formalls Daughter I find by this Letter, has caſt him off, 
and re-cſtabliſht me, Ile inſtantlyto her 3 iFoccafion ſerve get a Pricſt 
and Marry her, and by that time I ſuppoſe, his buſineſs will be done ; 
This once compleated, 1 am ſufficiently reveng'd on his infidelity, and 
ſhall have no cauſe to complain on my own ill Fortune. 


Friendſhip and Love, 8 lofiy F abrick raiſe, 
Which when once crack't, immediatly decayes- 


ACT: V: 
Scene I, Covent-Garden. 


Enter Bernard'and Penelope- 


Ber, Adam, this afſurance of your'afſeRion has. baniſſit-my 
former doubts , your paſt diſplcaſure looks but as 2 
Dreamy that now Iam awaketroubles my Bliſs to finc- 


the contrary, ; 
Pen Take heed the Dream Sit +, is not» ſeconded/with one to (right 


you more, you have ſmall reaſon to hope otherwiſe, if 1 ſhould look fe» 
verely into your Life. + 2 +19 | 

Ber. My Life ! I warrant you think' me Tticonſtant ; Fyc Madam 
diſcard fuch mean ſappoſitions : But if Þ were falſe; how can you com 
plaine, knowing how you have tortured-me, by your tavouring French 
Amoronn- ' | 

Pen, Vie not diſpute-it now, though I know ſomething; ſomerhi 
perhaps you did intend to hide 3 your Lncis's diſcovered Six —=- Lor 
how you men are deceived; when imagining to hide-your Miſtrefſes, you 
moſt diſcloſe *em, | 

Ber. Well, 1 do confeſs. But conſider Madam, it was your ſeverity 
was the Cauſe, together with my-:Conftitution , which - cannot fubſilt 
without a Helper. | | 

Pen, I have:conſider'd on't; -and-becauſe you (haNt not-fay 1 am ton 
rigorous, | amcontent'to take'that for an excuſe, more eſpecially becauſe 
you:fay. you have.laid' a Pfot to enſnare-that-inconſtant* Fellow3- but-'are 
you fure he wilkmarry- her? 

Bry.. I am furethe Plotis well Jaid; 'and* hes cf that raſhy heedkeis? 
mature, that *tisa thuakadta-onccheAcapesit not, -.' - 

Petts -. 
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Per; Asfor the other Fopy the Fool txrx'd Critick, his Gamelyes ano- 
ther way, and perhaps at laft neither of *'em will have cauſe to boaſt of 
too good Fortune, ' Butlet us go in, and be ſure you ſeek topleaſe my 
Father, who is'\now at a great difference with 61d Winelove, about the 
E(tate he meansto give hs Son ; looſe no time,it may be this minute was 
ordained to make ushappy- 

Ber. Madam, you haye turtor'd me. [ Excunt, 


'Scene Il. 
\ Enter Smallwit Solw. 


' Small, Tam ſcarce recovered of my Bruiſes yet, this Iron-Fiſted Raſcal 
has ſo maul'd me, If but think of a Battoon, I tremble,jand a Sword is 
more dreadful to me ther an Execution toa Banckrupt; 'Tis very hard 
yet each man has his deſtiny, 3 why may not a beating be as natural to 
me as toanother Man,. I was once a Servitor in'a Colledge, and was 
beaten through my office very often. But that Bernard, now I ſtand 
on the brinck of preferment , ſhould dotthis to me is inſufferable , and 
I will be revenged : I heard of an appoinement betwixt him and Penelope, 
which I will ireight diſcloſe to her Father, and by that means fruſtrate 
his-delignes, this is-one way toplague him, and Ile abour-it preſently. 


[ Exit, 
Scene III. Hall. 
Enter Old Wine and Sir Formall. 


Sir For, Not a Croſs more Sir, I have told you theutmoſi, you know 
my. way, and how fixt my reſolyes are, my Daughters my Daughter 
but my Mony's my Wife Sir, two thouſand Pounds Ile give her, if you 
expeR more, you are deceived, I never did intend it. 

Old Win. Then let me tell you Sir, I ſcorg your offer, two thouſand 
Pounds, a Portion for a Pedlarz my Son Sir, ſhall be Landed 500 Pound 
a year, -it may be more, befides his Breeding, which put into Ballance 
makes a thouſand, a Fortune not ta,be beltowed upon ſo Mean a per- 
ſon as your Daughter, but only my good nature. 

Sir For . How Sir? Mean? | 

Old Wine, I aid it Sir, and once-propound, that if it be a Match, you 
ſhall beſtow three thouſand Pounds at the day of Marriage, and your 
Mannor of Browgheor | in Eſſex at the Birth of her firſt Child, 

Sir For, But ſuppoſe Sir, ,ſbe has. no Children ?. 

Old Wine. How Sir ! no Children ! ha, ha, ha,, my Tim no Children ! 
was ever ſuch a doubt made? why Sir, he has fiockt all the Pariſhes 
about us with his off- ſpring already', there's never a Mumper .in Efſex 


but has one of 'cm at her back, nay, they are Jo numerous., that you 


may 
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way 'ein at four pence half-penny a''piece, anda good perinyworth too: 
No Children quoth he, alas Sir, he has been trysd in that long ago. 

Sir For, 1, I Sir, ſo has my Daughter been txycd too Sir , but you'l 
fod it not fo caſic to propagate here, as in the Country. 

Old Win, No, your reaſon Sir ? 

Sir For. Why Sir, our Air-is not (o.-nouriſhing : Beſides, take this 
from me, one that has known the City Complexions as well as the 
Country 3 you ſpoiled your Son when you pesrpitted. him tobe aman of 
the Town, | 

Old Win. Piſh. OE 

Sir Foy, Believe me you did; pray tell me when did you gver know 
a Critick, a man of Mode as they call *em, 'get\Children, never, -Ods 
Bobs Sir, they cannot do't 3 why all the Spirit they have js jnfaſgd with 
Pottag, Langoone and Lobſters, no natural Cauſesto ve Effects, 


a ſort.ot dry,unſound wretched Fellows, tliat can get nothing but Claps, 


nor. that neither, but that 'tis hereditary, 1and cutayled from ene. Ge- 
neration to another, 

Old Win, Six Formal; think.not by this Ribble Rabble,this difecwrie of 
nothing, to put me out. of gonceit with gny Son 3, I:know Sir, he is 
Youug, Airy and Luſty , and as I ſaid before Sir, a: true' Wixelove, one 


that can choaſe a Doxy with: Diſcretion : what doubt. my own Fleſh. 


and Blood, not I *igad, when I was a young man , 1 durſt have lookt a 
woman in the Face my {elf, .as wall as ſome that were fatter; but lee 
that paſs, my Tim get no Children ! ha, ha,ha 1 

Sir For. I'le and to what Pye faid: Six+ 


Old Win. Sir, you muſt not Sir, I ſhall grow angry. then ,.txath I: 


ſhall, very angry, and 'twill bedangerous to urge it farther. , 


' Sir For, I flight youranger Sir, and to pexſevere, L tell you, once more, .. 


what I ſaid is true, N 
Old Win. What, that my Son can get no Children ! C X 
Sir For. No Sir, that deſerves that name, fince you,provgke me; 
he, —— a thing made up of Froth and Vanity. . ' - , 
Old Wine. Old man, do not provoke me.y— I ſay do not wwe for 


by: the Reverend Beard of Fobn a Ganuys, I hayc: knogkt down as alla - 


Fellow in my time »— but no-more, 1 ſay do-got provake me. . 
+ fir For. Provoke thee Dotard, 1 defy thee ang thy Son too; his 
Crivgesand his Triqks, let him from henggferth forbear my hople-, a 
Crjtick, a Fool, | _ 

Old Win. Fool in your- Face Sir, Coxggrab, :s'bud .waze. it in ano» 
ther place, I'd cramb that notion down your throat again,call the great- 
oft Wit ith* Nation Fool, ha, ha, be. 

Sir For. [A Wit, why.diOPſhtyer know-agight Critick a Wit, no they 
are Fools originally , and uſurp'-the name of Critick,. anly. to get re» 
putation among ſame few-jpretenders; this is jn brick ryy gpinion, cf 
"EM» 


0d; 


” 
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Old Win, I'ſhall refine your opition preſently, for-I can forbear no 
longer, take that' Sir,” and the Lye. ( Strikes him, 
Sir For, That Sir, *twss home I confeſs, but I'le not be behind hand 
with you, + They Cuff one anotber, and pull off both Hats aud Perewigs. 


Enter Smallwit. 


"Small. Hey'day ! whit work's here ? Sir Formall, Mr, Winelove 3 for 
Heavens ſake, what; do you mean, old Friends and quarre] thus, come, 
come, forbear. —  ſpartr'em, 
Sir For, A Drunkeu Dotard. 
Old Win. A Teſty-Cuckold. | 
Sir For, Hah?! , js | 
Old Win. 'Tis true Sir. | 
© Small, Nay Mr. Winelove , for Heavens fake be pacificd , 1 have a 
World of News to tell:you, News that concerns you too, good Sir be 
reconciled, | Te | 
Old Win, Keep him but off, I have done —— I am for peace. 
Small, Sir Formall, come forget petty Differences , you little think 
what News I have to tell you. | 
Sir For, What is't prithee ? Sir, T ſhall think on you another time. 
Old Win. At your leiſure Sir, I ſeldom walk diſguiſed , my Tim get 
no Children; ha, ha, ha, : But come my little Mercury, 'what News is 
this thou haſt to tell me? -_ | 
© "Small, Give your Attention, for it equally concerns you both, 
 Ambo, "Say on. | wits 1 
Small. Why then Sir — your Daughter has to my knowledge, this 
afternoon made an Allignation with Bernard to mzet him in the Mul- 
bery-Garden, andif you make not great haſte , will be married &'re you 
can getſthither, for'T faw a little Black man like one of the Clergy in the 
Coach witti*er, -- - - 
Sir, For. Ha! with Bernard? If this be true I am undone. 
Smal, *Tis Certainly true Sir, for I knew him very well, though 
ſhe pretended he was her Kinſman. 
Sir For. Kinſman ! ah cunning Jilt, but I'le take a Coach, and forbid 
the Banes immediatly.  [ Exir. 
Smell. And Sir; your Son my Pupil, has inſtead of Penelope, marricd 
4s I hear a vaſt Fortune, a near Kinſman of Franck, Amorens , one- that 
fell in Love with him, and he taking time by the forclock this morning 
married her. 
Old Win. A Fortune ſay you ? 
Small, Some fix or-ten thouſand'Sir , *tis reported diverſly, but for 
certain a vaſt Fortune. * - | | 
Old Win. There's for thy News, I'm o'rjoyed at this: But where are 


they ? dolt thou know that ? 
Small, 


j » 
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Small. Gone to the Mulbery-Gardex, to keep their Wedding Dinner. 

01d Wine. T'le make one amongſt 'm inſtantly 3 fix thouſand 
Pounds, and got ſo handſomely : This News has made me young again, 
I could Dance : Methinks Iam fo Jocund! Ah 'tis a Witty Raſcal, 
how cunningly has he carried his bulinels ! 

Small, He has indeed been very private in it. 

Old Wine, Nay he has a Politick Pate on my word; he's as I told 
Sir Formall, a true Finelove — run Mr. Smallwit and call the next 


"Coach, I'le thither preſently 3 he has outwitted me 3 but I rejoyce at 


his Fortune and now a fig for Sir Fermall and his Propoſalls, I'me re- 
ſolved to be extreamly Merry, and Crown this Marriage with my Love 
and Approbation, [ Exenn- 


SCENE III. Mulbery Garden. 


Enter Franck Amorous and Lucia, A Letter 


Franck, Madam, till this moment I ne*re was happy, but in your 
Company lies ſuch Crowds of Joyes, that my ſouls too narrow to 
receive *m. 

Lxc. I'm afraid you do but mock, and you men are ſuch Deceivers 
that it impoſes a general ſcandal] upon the Sex, Sure you cannot be ſo, 
can you? 

Franck. No by Heavens, 1 can ſooner be falſe tomy own ſoul, then 
think of deceiving theez I love thee with . fo much Zeal, and my 
Paſſion is ſo violent, that I fear I ſhall never have Patience till the Par= 
ſon have Marricd us. 

Luc. Indeed you muſt, Lord what will become of me it you want 
Patience, I ſhall never be abletoendure a man that wants patience. 

Franck, Well Ple endeavour, but defer my Bliſs as little as you can. 

Luc, You are as cager as if you were going to take poſſeſſion of a 
Happineſs conducing to your Life. 

Franck, My life, ay Gad , my deareſt life my ſoul is at ſtake if ;I 
miſs thee, for 1 will certainly hang my ſelf, and wilfully loſe a ſecond 
Heaven, being deprived of my firſt ; Come, prithee let's go, 

Lac. What man's this that's come to us? 

Franck, *Sheart 'tis youpg Winelove, I promiſed to meet him here, 
and now he has ſeen me, 'tis but vain to avoid him. Dear Madam, 
ſtep but into'the next Arbour whilſt I exchange a word or two with 
him, and I! be with you inſtantly. | 

Lxc. So I think I hayc him faſt enough, , would the Parſon were 
come, that I might be out of pain. Lord what fools theſe men are ! 

{ Exit, and going out drops a F oper. 


H Franck, 
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Franck, What's this ſhe has dropt ? [ Read;. 
Tomy dear Lucia — from he Guardian I'le warrant about her Eflate 3 
when Wixeleve's gone Ple read it. 


Exter Tim: 


Tim. ſings. How bappy is be that is free 
From the Troubles and Cares of the Wife : 
That Banquets bis ſenſe 
With a world of expence, 
And hates the dull life ofthe ſordid preciſe. ; 
Hah ! Brother. | 

Franck, Sir, I ſte you are a man of your word, but more Merry 
and Jocungd then uſug}, 

Tim, Why faith I am Sir 3 the Stars have been kind, and I have 
been kind, and I have cauſe to beſo; tor I have Married a Lady this 
morning that isa 0# parelio: And I'that formerly Criticiſed upon the 
whole $ex, now conteſs.my-ſclf foiled in my own Argument. 

| Franck, Marricd Sir! may I not beg the favour to kaow whom ? 

Tim, Faith T muſt defire your pardon at preſent, time will diſcover 
all, butafſure your ſelf*tis pot to Penelope 3 Fate I thank it, has ſeatcd 
mea little higher... In the mean time I have Brotherly affcQion for thee, 
which ſhall continue in ſpite of Dzath and Deſtiny. 


Sings: 
How Happy is be that is free, &c.. 


I am ſo Airie I could fly methinks. 
Franxck, Youare theſpark of our Age Sir,,— but prethee forward 
with the, methinks it begins well. 

' Tim, Ah Pox no, there's nothing in't, *twas writ. by a Fellow that 
writes your Elegies, your News from Rxmford, your Murders, Cha- 
raQers of Baleys, and the like. A damned Tune too, ſet by a Novice 
In the Science but if thou wilt heara ,Song , I le fing thee one of 
my own, a new thing; and I think you'le ſay a good one; that 
has had the honour to be ſtiled ſo by ſome perſons of Honour, that 
love ſuch things, and ſometimes love to write 'em. 

Fraxck. Come prethee lets hear it. 
Tim. StayÞle go call: three of my Friends here Drinking inthe next 
Aubourts heat the Chorus , and Ile be with you inſtantly, 


l [ Exit, 

Franck, I'wonder who the Devil he has Married, but I amglad *tis 

not Penelope; for though I have her-not my. ſelf; 1 ſhould be ſorry to 
haye her. enjoyed by.ſuch a Fop as this. 


Enter. 
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Enter Tim 41d Muſicians. 


Tim, Come Friends , keep your Time, pray obſerve Sir- 


SONG 


No more dull Reaſon, ſeekno more 
To feed me to thy ſlender food: 

Thy ſober precepts have no power, 
To keep me from my chiefeſt good. 
In Love and Wine my Bliſs relyes, 
And bethat ere would bappy be, 
His growrng Appetite muſt prize : 
Defis all Cares, and live like me. 
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We know ne Rapture, owh no Wit, 
But What Impertinence is known 5 

At Playes we range our ſelves ith Pi, 
And bate all F ancies but our owns 
We rail and biſi, that men may ſee 
We men of Senſe and Tudgment are ; 
But if examined ſeriouſly : 

The Devil-a grain we baveto ſpare, 


Chorus To Ramble, &c. 


Well what thinkeſt thou, is it not Modiſh-? 

Franck, Faith *tis extreamly modiſh, and more Wit then I expected. 
But you may thank a Friend for't to wy knowledge. [ aſide; 

Tim, The truth is, the world is ſomewhat ignorant of my Guifts ; 
but Modeſty you know is a Vertue 3 Beſides Wit in a Song is now worth 

nothing, your Fighting Songs, your Bawdy Songs, your Drunken 
Songs,- and your Mock Songs, are the things that take vow 3 and 
faith I muſt confeſs, my Genius has been ſo Capricious , that T- could _ 
never yet allow of 'em , though compoſed by perſons cf Quality. 

Franck, Sir, Tam fo littlea Judge in it, that my defence will be 
worſe then you ſay the Songs arc. 

Tim. You may ſay of your ſelf what you pleaſe , but give me leave 
to think otherwiſe 3 but come paſs this Diſcourſe, and now to the 
Buſineſs that you are to diſcloſe to me, prethee what is't? hah ! 

' Franck, Why ſomething that I know- concerns you , but at preſent 
I have no time to declare it ; for 1 have a Friend within waits my 
prefence with inipatience, butby that time you have Dined, I ſhall 

be ready for you. 

Tim, Welk Sir, I will not hinder buſineſs,being a man that naturally 
loves it, cfpecially the affair 1 ſuppoſe you are engaged in. Sir, your 
moſt Humble Servant, I ſhall wait with patience, and' think it an 
honour to enjoy your Company at your own Leiſure, 

Franck. Six, Iam no ſtranger to your Rhetorick. [ Exit Tim, . 


Opens the Letter, 


Reads. Dear brert, though I war fo unfortunate to mifr your Company 
leſt night, and thereby was deftitntte of that Elizium in your m—_ 
wich Inſtd to enjoy —— 

Hell and the Devil ! what*shere ? * 

Tet afſure your [elf to night, ne Bafineſr ſhall keep me from you: T hope to+ 

ſee you Married, and then my Revenge will be Compleated. . Be ſure you-' 
| carry . 


XUM 


The Fool turn'd Critic. 53 


carry it cunniugly, that he may not perceive our deſigne , when the buſineſs 
is done,we | meet at tbe old place, and Langh tilltben I muſt be a ſtranger, 
Your affured Fiiend Bernard, 


I had rathcr it had been from the Devil, and leſs fright *twould have 
put mein: whata dreadful Precipice have Ieſcaped | Certainly there's 
tome great Bleſling Providence has in ſtore, it takes fuch care of me, 
For this Plot had certainly took with another 3 this woman I find now 
is Bernards Hireling ; a thing that's his, or any mans for half a Guiny, 
*xdeath I ſweat to think how modiſhly we too ſhould have lived to- 

ether 3 well *twas I confeſs, very well contrived, and had it took I 
had ſufficiently paid for my Infidelity. But now for a Counter-plot to 
work backward on them, that would be rare. Ha! who's this? 'tis 
Certainly Bernard ; 'tis the (ame diſguiſe he uſed to wear upon an 


Intrigue. 
' Enter Smallwit in a Cloak and Diſguiſe. 


Small, Tis he, this was lucky to meet him ſo opportunely 3- Sir a + 
word with you. . 

Franck, With me Sir ? 

Small. I Sir, do not ſtart, d'ye know me. 

Franck. Smallwit ? 

Small. The ſame Sir, one that to compleat his revenge , for the ill * 
ulage he received of Berxard , and to doyoua favour will ſhew you the 
broad path to your content 3 you did love Penelope, 

Franck. And doſtill by Heaven, abvuve all other women Breathi 

Small. Thcn follow but my DircQions, and ſhe's yours 3 this is his: 
Cloak and falſe Beard, the Diſguiſe he came hither in to obſcure him- 
ſelf from knowledge of her Father, who by my appointment intends to 
come and fruſtrate his deſigne, he will be here within half an hour ; 
Bernard now is gone to buy a Ring z now Sir, follow but your Fortunes 
and make uſe of this Diſguiſe, and you may Marry her- before either of 
*©m come, 

Franck, This is the utmoſt extent of Fortunes Bounty : Dear Rogue 
let me Kiſs thee, thou art my Eſculopins, my Prelerverz my every 
thing, come, come, the Cloak, if this hit right 1 will adore the In- 


-vention.: 


Small. Sir, it muſt certainly hit, if you make haſt, for -ſhe can- never-: 
diſtinguiſh through that diſguiſc one from t'other. 

Franck, *Sdcath 1 am rape with the thought on't y but hark Dear 
Smallwit, T have one thing more to tell thee ; which it thou canſt but . 
bring about,thy name ſhall flouriſh in-our Chronicle: In the.next Alley 
is walking one of Berxards Wenches : If thou canlt now-but inſtead of 
Penelope get him to mazzy her ina diſguiſe, 'twill be thy a" | 
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ſomething has paſt betwixt her and me, but tell her, my eyes are now 
open 3 toconvince her, ſhow her this Lettcr, aud then lay your Plot as 


you find her Humour. 
Small, Well Sir, perfe& your deſign, and let me alone with this, 


away you loſe time. _ [ Exit Franck, 

This will be an cxcellnt revenge if it but take, yonder ſhe walks 

I'm confident that mult be the, and Vle accolt her inſtantly. [ Exit, 
Enter Penelope. 


Pen. I wonder heſtayes ſo long, being to finiſh ſo weighty an Aﬀatr 
aS Matrimony, for I am reſ#lved to marry him in ſpite of all Oppoſers 3 
T have had ſufficient proofs of Franck Amorous's fallchood and of Ber. 
wards fidelity, and therefore think it but Juſtice to chuſe the molt de- 
ſerving *twas baſely done of him at firſt to betray his Friend, and to 
perſevercin it, is worſe, but I hope he will pay for all, for | ſaw him 
come along, the toher Walk with :Lxcia, whoſe Company, now I 
know her, I ſhall ſhim, though heretotore I ignorantly thinking ſhe 
had been Bernards Kinſwoman, gave her place in my AﬀeRions. But 
ſce here he comes, I knew he would not ſtay long. 


Enter Franck Amorous. 


Oh are you Be , you frighted me fufficiently with your ſay, you 
know I am nothing without your Company. 
Franck: Let's in then, leſt we are diſcover'd — it takes rarcly ( Aſide, 


| [ Exit, 
Enter Bernard and Ralph. 


Drs. Upon my word I ſaw neither of *«m, 

Ber. Very ſtrange, Tleft her above in the Balcony Room, and the 
Parſon with my Cloak below in the Kitchin Drinking with the Water- 
man, and now [ can find neither my Miſtreſs , the Parſon, nor my 
Cloak. h 

Drs. Perhaps Sir, my Maſter has laid it up, and the Lady no doubt 
is ſomewhere walking in the Garden ; but as to the Parſon, I ſuppoſe 
he's otherwiſe engaged . for here's another Company in the houſe, that 
to my knowledge have occaſion to make uſe of him. 

Ber, *Sdeath how unlucky's this , the Canonical hour will be paſt 
if I ſtay half an hour longer, and mydeſign's fruſtrate for this day, hark 
you Friend ; will you do mea favour, 

Dra. Any thing Sir, in my power. 

Ber. Well ſaid, and there's a Guiney for thy willingncſs ; run then 
and get the Mourning Cloak thy Mafter wore laſt Sunday and - _ 

| rown' 
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Crown'd Hat , I'le procure a falſe Beard and a little black Perriwig, 
and thou ſhalt Ac the Parſon, and Marry us inſtead of Cother, 

Dre. Shall, with all my heart Sir, you may command what you 
pleaſe. 

Ber. Thou canſt Read, canſt not ? 

Dra. Ycs Sir, we havea large Common- Prayer. Book within that 
F can read perfe&ly; and let me alone to at Sir Domine, 1 have their 
Starcht Grimace, the Hum, zhcir Ha, and twirling of the Band ltrings 
as right Sir, as if I were Bred to it. : 

Ber, Canſt thou? pretious Rogue 3 come then let's make haſte: Do 
but well, and I have another broad Picce to Crown thy Service, 
read batperfe1y, and *tis well enough 3 for that's as much as the beſt 
of 'em can-do. 

Dra, Do not doubt me Sir, I'le warrant you I'le Mimick a Parſon 


rarely, 
Ber. Away then, we looſe time, I'le get a Witneſs or two, and 
we'l abour.it inſtantly. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Smallwit and Lucia with the Letter. 


Small, Madam, you ſee your Intrigue's . diſcovered , therefore. 
think ir to be a great deal of prudence, to make the beſt uſe of your 
Fortune: Mr. Amorozs is irrevocably loſt, but if you'l take my Councel, 
Bernard (hall be yours, which 1 ſuppoſe in ſome part will make amends , 
conlider on't, and think,to fret now will little avail you. 

Luc, The Devil was in't that 1 ſhould drop that Letter fo unfor- 
tunately 3 But arc you ſure you can contrive that Bernard may Marry 
me? forſo I have one of 'cm I care not much which it is . and to deal 
freely with you, I. ſtand at preſent in great necelhity of Marriage , for 
ſome private Reaſogs beſi known to my felt, 

Small, It will infallibly beasI told you , ſo you take Care but to 
Counterfeit Penelope's Voice a little : For look here's the Gown. ſhe 
wore this morning, which Mr. Amorons has got from her by Wile, 
and *tis the Garment Bernard knows her by, and then your Mask. for 
your Face will diſguſe you abſolutely like her, 

Luc. Well this may do, if Fortune do but aid little, 

Small. Doubt not that Fortune alwayes favours the afflited ; come 
on with it. | puts onthe Gorn. 


Jo now carry the Plot but handſomely and be happy, [ Exaunt, 


Scena Ultima. 
Enter Old winelove and Tim and Betty 


Tim, Hey Sirrah, Drawer, bring ſome more Wine, and *ye hear, 
bid: 


% 
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bid wan Strike up : *tis a day of Triumph, and ſhall be fo ac- 
counted, 

Old Wine, And fo it hall Boy, hey Boyes, firike us there, toll, loll, 
loll ; a day of Jubilee Tim, give me thy hand ; thou art an Arch Wagge, 
a did thou art, and Idid not thinkit had bcen in thce — toll, loll, 
loll, thou haſt mad& me young again 3 methinks I could dance a Jig. 
Madam, I faith you arc too mclancholly. Tim, to her Tim, to her I 
ſay , *ris a rare plump Girle: prithee ſ(weet-heart be Merry, toll, loll, 
oll. 


for me to be otherwile in ſuch excellent Company 3 but ſhall I have a 
Coach my Dear ? 

Tim. A Coach, ay that thou ſhalt; and ſix Flanders Mares too, 
and a Coach-man, and fix Footmen, and three Poſtillions, doubt that ? 
why thou ſhalt have any thing, thou ſhalt have me: A Pox on't, how 
came that damned old end of, Song into my head. 

Old Wine. And Madam, if you like not theſe Propoſals, I'le go and 
purchaſe the Elephant yonder in Fleet-ſtreet for you , I ſuppoſe a man 
may have him now at a reaſonablerate, and thou ſhalt ride in ſtate 
like the Mogull in the Indies, and beſcen by the wondring SpcQators 
Gratis toll, loll, loll. 

Bett. The Elephant ! ha, ha, ha, Sir your Father's a very merry man, 
and the beſt company I ever met with, 

Old Wine. Who, I faith no, I have loſt my merry humour , Age 
has outworn it , how old Madam do'e think I am, pray gueſs. 

Bett. Sir, I gueſs you to be abont fiveand forty. 

Old Wine. Ha, ha, ha, five and forty, I faith you are out, though 1 
am above threeſcore and ten, by this good light, and yet 1 have my 
Health ſweet Lady, and [ can Talk ſweet Lady, and I can Sing and 
Dance ſweet Lady, and Drink with the beft Roarcr of *em all ſweet 
Lady, and by the help ofa good Eſtate do intend -to do ſo above this 
20 years {weet Lady, hem — I'm found at heart , and as Brisk as 
another man, no difparagement to my Tim there, 

Tim. Madam, you muſt excuſe, the Old Gentleman's a little given to 
vanity, a Vice I could not ſuffer in 'tm were he not my Father, 


Enter a Vintner. 


Vm, Sir, a Gentleman and a Lady hearing your Muſick, defire to be 
of your Company, ifit may be without prejudice. 

Old Wixe. If they come to be merry with us, they are welcome, and 
{o let *em underſiand, 


[ Exit Vintner, 


Enter 


Bett. In truth Sir, Pm exceeding Merry, Oh Dear how iY' poſſible | 
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Enter Franck, Penelope, Sir Formal! liky « Parſon. 


Franck, Gentlemen pray let us not a rude to defire this Favour, 
1im. Sir, aſſure your ſelf, we know ſo well good Manners, as not 
'to deny a Gentleman of ſo worthy a preſence, ſo ſmall a Courtefie, 
you're welcome .—. Dam him, that I ſhould looſe ſuch an Expreſſion 


on fuch a Scrub: Methinks he looks like a Bailiff, [ Aſide. 
Old Wine, Well ſaid Tim. . 
Franck, I'm glad they know me not , but Ile ftay here as little as I 

can, ha, [ Aſide. 


Enter Vintner, Bernard, Smallwitt, Lucia axd Ralph liky's Parſon. 


Vin. There Sir, that Gentleman wears the Cloak you brought; I 
ſuppoſe he's of your Acquaintance- 

: , Franck, "Tis Bernerd, but fince the Buſinels is done, I value not his 
tareats. ; 

Bern. Sir, I did not expe ſuch an Action from a Gentleman, this 
'Cloak's mine. 

Franck, It is ſo Sir, at your Service, the Beard likewiſez be pleaſed 
to pardon the Borrower. 

Ber. Amorons | I am amazed. 


Pen. Heavens! I am betrayed ? [ Pulls off ber Mark, 
Frauck, But this Lady Sir, is mine now, my Friend here can af- 
firm it. [_ pointing to Sir Formall. 
Bern. *Sdeath Penelope! and he marricd toher ; who the Devil have 
I got then ? 
- Luc, A good Friend of yours, aſſure your fclf. Luc. diſcovers 
Small, So,ſo, now it works, her ſelf. 


Ber, Why ſure we all dream, Are you awake old Gentleman ? 
Old Wine. By my faith I think fo. 
Tim, Ha, ha, ha, Plots, Plots, by Gad I love Plots dearly, as Tama 
ſinner, 
Frank, You ſee my good Fortune in ſpite of all oppoſitions has made 
ou mine love me for your own ſake, as you expe me to be here- 
tet kind to you. 
Bern, Baſe Treacherous wretch! | Offers to Drarv. 
Old Wine. Hold, hold, Gentlemen, we muſt have no Fighting, 
Franck. T underſtand you not Sir, you ſce your Plots have faild you. 
Bern. You ſhall underſtand Sir, when next I meet with you : AC- 
e your (elf, though you have married her, you ſhall not long enjoy 
r happineſs ; you (ha'not Sir, 
Frank, No Sir ? why who Nl Ca it ? 


Sir For. 
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Sir For- That will I, 
Ber, Who are you ? = 
Sir For. One that will cut your. Matrimonial knot Sir 3; look de'e 


know me yet? « \ lim 7 
Om, Six Formal |, 
Pex. Dear Father —— | ; | kneels. 
4 Sir For. Go too ,. you Baggage —- but no matter, wipe your eyes, 


I'll talk with you hcreatter, 


.. F | 
: Jim. Ha, ha, ha, moze Plots, mare Plots ?- by Gad I like this ex- 
tre;mly. | | NF 

« Small, *Sheart here's a great dcal more Plot in this then I deligned'; 
th old Fox was Cunninger then I imagined. 

Sir For, Sir, T'am no Priett d&e (ce, I hired my Habit of the man 
of God that i ſuppoſe you deligacd tor the buligcls, nor ſhall my Daugh- 
ter be married without my approbation, _ os , 

\Kranck; Why then vig,. you Bumble peryfint; pox, ou't "tis but a 
dcfigne Ry VINT £269 20 YAHG ſclt* that he's tyed to his ood bchavi- 
our. with his Lucia theres _ ::- ; 4 

Bern, Sir, I am not (© fat bound as you imagine, an1to let you ſee, 
I have ſometimes as good tuck as. others, .,. Know that-.l am no more 
married thcn you are; witneſs honeſt Ralph here. | 

Ralph, Even (fo, I can aſſure you Gentlemen. 

Old Wine. Heyday ! what more Miracles? | 

Small. Here has beg damnngble-Counterplots I ſee , a Devil one, 
whq.would thought. to have found ſo much Wit in the Spring-Garden, 

Tim, A Clergy jan, turgcd. Drawer! -a Pax pn me it ever I ſaw the 
-like of this, Fa Es 

Le, Will you not. Matzy pe ?, the Devil, take you if you don't 3 you 

know how matters (tand, prethee my dear do. 

Ber. Fy, in Faith you muli, excuſe me, how unreaſonable's that ? 

Luc, Well, if ever I bclicve a Parſon more ? — 

Tim,, So will I, I faith, for I am.ſurc he did me right : Come hither 
Sweetheart, Gentlemen this Lady is my Wifc , and one to my know- 
ledge not unknown to-you,. and I deſire betore (he ſhow her Face, my 
good Fortune, may, purchaſc..no mans,Envy ; ſhe's a great Fortune, 
and ſhall when the King comes from Newmarket, and I am a Kanig ht, 
bc a Lady : But pray Ict me offend none. | 

Om, None, none, Sir: (pulls off Bett, Mak 

Tim. Why then bchold a wonder ; dcar Brother, I kiſs your Feet 

Om, Betty,! ; | 

| Bert, The yexy ſame, one ſhuffled into a Fortune by very ſirang 

means in truth. | | 

Sir For, Married tomy Daughters Chambermaid ! ha, ha, ha, thi 

: makes amends for all; I thought what would become of this Modil 
Gallant, this Fool turn'd Critick ; ha, ha, ha, 


Old Why 


The Fool turn'd Critick, 


g © 
_ Old Wine, Hah == what's all this > no more Plots I hope. 

Tim. Naw arcall they ſuch Fools they don't underſtand me- yet ; 
well *tis.cthe dulleſt Age this. - +. yy 1 

French, Hark you Sir, this Wench is not my Sifter : But"as Thope 
to be faved I don't 'envy you at all, I know not what they do; 

Tim, Come prethee Sweethearo, undeceive 'em, undeceive *em, tell 
em what thou art. 

Bett, Why then really Sir, Tam a neceflary Implement to that Lady 
there. 


what Portion have you ? ' 

Bett. Not a Groatin truth, as I hope to be a Lady Sir. 

Old Wine, A.Lady Sir! O the Devil ! what luck's this Tim ? thou ar6 
cheated Tim, thou art, I would give a hundred Pounds to prevent the 
intamy will follow a Critick. dj 

Bett. But ſhall T have a Gilt Coach my Dear? 

Sir For. Faith this. is better then Þ thought of ; now. Sir, what thigk 
you of two thouſand Pounds with my Daughter, ha, ha, ha. 

Old Wine. Oh pray ſpare your Jibes. Come Tim, be not diſheartned, 
this has been many a Gallants Fortune, and Ple get a Divorce tor thee, 
it hve hundred Pounds will fetch, one; be merry I ſay. A pox on't, all 
that vexcs me'is, that it has put me out of my good humour. 

Fzanch, Oh fyc by no means Sir, Wee'l have a Song, and a Dance.a mans 
ill Fortune is not to be avoided ſametimes, pray let's, be merry there, 

Old wine. So now begin to feel my former Tempct, Tim cheer up. 

Tim. Had ſh: been-a degre: ab>ve a Chambermiid, I had been pati« 
cnt, but ſince *tis as *tis,, I Gad 1 will Lampoon the whole world, 
Criticiſc upon all forts of Perſons and Things 3 be very envyous, proud, 
fooliſh, and ill natured, and then I (hall be fure to outwear my dil- 
graces and be famous, 

Fra. Bernard, give me thy hand , ſince our Fortunes have been 
much alixe, lct's now forget paſt Injuries, and unite a firmer Fricnd- 
(hip then ever :+ I have done thee wrong | confeſs, but my amends ſhall 
be equally to it, Fox both Sword. and Heart ſhall henceforth be dey 
voted to thy lervice, | | | 

Bern. This Cancells all diſtaſts, and-therefore knowY: I defire not to 
be thought Treacherous, (o I: have a- perſett value for the generous, 
which your Action in this demonſtrates you to bez Be but my Frieng, 
I (hall ner wiſh other, nor ſhall a Miſtre(s mzke us Jarre again: "Thy 
Temper made thee falſe, .and I well know + Re... "1." 5 


As too much Zeal can oft diſfirat #þe\Wiſe, TIE) 1 
So Love has power to break, what F riendſhip tyer.. 


F I © a 


Tim. Wecll, ſuppoſe this, the.ten thouſand Pound I hope is yours 3 
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Ld Plays, like Mifireſſes long ſince enjoy d, | 
Long after pleaſe whom they before had cloy'd; 

For F ancy chews the Cud on paſt Delight, 
And cheats it ſelf to anew Appetier. 
But then the Secoud- Fit comes not ſo ſtrong, 
Like ſecond Agnes, neither fierce nor long : 
Is hat you have known before, grows ſooner flale, 
And leſs provokes you, then anuntold jale, 
That but vefreſhes what before you knew, 
But this diſcovers ſometbing that is new; 
Hence'tjs, that at new Plays you come ſo ſoon, 
Like Bride-grooms, hot, to go to Bed ere noon ! 
Or, if you are detain'd ſome little ſpace, 
The ftunking Footman's ſent to keep your place. 
But, when a Play s reviv'd,you ftay and dine, 
And drinktill three, and then come droppiug in ; 
As Husband after abſence, wait all day, 
And decently for Spouſe till bed time flay, 
So, e're the Bretbren's liberal fit was ſpent, 
The firft wiſe Nonconformiſts nader-went 
With eaſe,end batten'd in impriſonment. 
For greater geine, bis z#al refus'd the leſs ; 
Each day to him was worth a Dioceſs. 
Bnt he who now, in hopes of equal gain, 
Will needs be Pris'ner, tryes thetrick in wain ; 
He melts in durance balf his Greaſe away, 
To get, like #5, poor thirteen Pounds a day. 


